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To his GRACE the 


Duke f OR MOND, 


Lord Steavard of his MAJESTY s 
Houſhold, Chancellor of the Uni- 
verſity of Oxford, Knight of the 
moſt Noble Order of the Gar- 
ter, &c. 


May it pleaſe your Grace, 


Als Comedy was written by the ſa- 
e cred Commend of our late moſt ex- 
1 1 ceellent King, of ever bleſſed and be- 
N IP] loved Memory, I had the great 
— good Fortune to pleaſe him often at 
his Court in my Maſk, on the Stage in Tra- 
gedies and Comedies, and ſo to advance myſelf 
in his good Opinion; an Honour may render a 
wiſer Man than I vain, for I believe he had 
more Equals in Extent of Dominions than of 
Underſtanding. The greateſt Pleaſure he had 
from the Stage was in Comedy, and he often 
commanded me to write it, and lately gave me 
a Spaniſh Play called, No Pudefer : or It can- 
not Je; out of which I took Part o' the Name 
and Deſign of this, I received the Employment 
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as a great Honour, becauſe it was difficult, requi- 
ring no ordinary Skill and Pains to build a little 
Shallop, fit only forthe Spani/h South Seas, into 
an Hngliſh Ship Royal. But I believ'd myſelf able | 
for the Work, becauſe he thought ſo, who un- f 
derſtood me, and all Men, better than I only a 
knew myſelf; encourag'd by a Royal Judg- 
ment, that never was miſtaken, I have atrain'd | 
a Succeſs I never ſhould have met with, had : 
I only followed my own feeble Genius, which 
often deceives me, That I may enjoy the lit- 
tle Fortune I have got with the better Repu- 
tation, and not ramble in the World like a 4 
bold Out-law, obſerving none but myſelf, I 1 
make this humble Application to your Grace. j 
I am ſure all the World will approve my 9 © 
Choice, I cannot be guilty of Flattery if z 
would, nor ſlander Wit (if I had any) by ful- | 
lome and wanton Paintings, Here will be no £ 
Trial of Skill how I can praiſe, Nature has 71 
done it to my Hands, and devis'd and expos'd ] 
finer Ideas than I am able to tranſlate, a Grace- f 
fulneſs of Perſon, Excellence of Underſtand- 
ing, Largeneſs of Heart, a Loyalty, Gallan- 
try, Integrity, Humility, and many 1 
above my Deſcription. Fortune bas alſo been 
more wiſe than uſual, ſhe frequently honours 
and enriches others to her own Diſgrace 
but here ſhe ſhares in the Praiſe, and com- 
mends her own Wiſdom in what ſhe beſtows 
on your Grace ; ſhe has advanc'd Honour in 
advancing you; Titles, Greatneſs, and Com- 
mand, may be proud they have attained you. 
Wealth has a Value in your Hands, 'tis no 

ile Pardon, poor Flatterer, ſervile Laquey, 


wretched Priſoner, but excellent Miniſter of a 
juſt, 
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juſt, wiſe, and liberal Prince. Shou'd I men- 
tion all the 99 that have long gained 
ou the higheit Honours from Prince and 
2 I ſhould rather ſeem to deſcribe a Pro- 
vince than a Man; for what fingle Province 
can afford what are at once in your Grace, 
a General, a Stateſman, Courtier, and all in 
Perfection; and which is rare in ſuch Com- 
pany, a Martyr ? What has your Grace both 
done and ſuffered for our Religion, Laws, Li- 
berties, and Honour ? And not only in the for- 
mer Times of Rebellion, but the latter of 
Confuſion ? When the pretended Proteſtants of 
the Times, out of their Zeal againſt all Poi 
Doctrines, abhorr'd you for ng to good 
Works. 

As an Engliſhman I am bound in juſtice to 
pay youall the Honours I can. You have been 
an Ornament and Support to the Crown and 
Church of Euglaud both in your Perſon and 
Poſterity. Many great Men no doubt have 
ſprung from your Example, but none equal- 
ling thoſe deſcended from yourſelf, 'The late 
brave Earl of Offory advanced the Honour of 
our Nation both by Sea and Land: 'tis hard 
to ſay in. which Element he made us moſt re- 
nown'd, and for which Virtue; he was no- 
more to be vanquiſh'd by Falſhiod than Fear; 
Loyalty, Fidelity, and Gallantry, are Virtues 
inſeparable from the Houſe of Ormond; we 
find em in every Branch of it, and at all Sea- 
ſons. The Earl of Arran attack'd in the late 
Days of Confuſion a bloody, popular, and for- 
midable. Error in its Camp, ceriged and de- 
fended by all the Strength of England, and for 
eucr ſecured his own, and fo much of the 
A 3 Pub- 
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Publick Reputation as was entruſted to him, 
managing that Charge with the ſame Wil- 
dom, Juſtice, and Fidelity, he has done the 
Kingdom of Jreland, and many other great 
Commands for the Honour and Service of the 


King. In the young Earl of Offory we have: 


great Aſſurances the Grandfather and Father 
Mall live in him, and receive the laſt Rewards 
of Virtue Men are capable of in this World, 
to have their Honour and Happineſs extend 
beyond. their own Beings. And herein the 
Hiſtory of your Grace ſeems a Comment on 
the fifth Commandment, you have always 
honour'd the Father of your Country, and 
our Days of Honour continue long in the 
Land in your own Perſon, and your illuſtrious 
Race; a uſeful Precedent to England. 


That I may approve myſelf an honeſt and 


rateful Engliſhman, is one reaſon of my Ad- 
— I have alſo other Obligations on me. 


Your: Grace has been a Princely Patron and 


Encourager of Poetry; a pleaſant but barren 
Country where my Genius and Inclination has 
caſt me. I am entangled among the Inclina- 
tions of it, tho' it affords nothing but a good 
Air, a little vain Reputation, and we muſt 


climb for it, and ſhall miſs it too, if Envy or 


Bl nature can hinder us. There were no li- 
ving, if ſome great Men, elevated not only in 
Quality but Underſtanding above the reſt of 
the World, did not protect us from theſe 
Barbarians, becauſe they know us. I beſeech: 
your Grace then give me leave to pay my 
Duty to you. Many and great are your Re- 
venues in Honour, in the Camp, the Court, 


the Church, and the whole Commonwealth of 


Learn- 
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Learning. The Poet may be employ'd as well 
as the Hiſtorian. I have made but a ſmall Col- 
lection, but I have put it in Hands that | hope 
will not ſoon embezzle it. This Comedy has 
raiſed itſelf ſuch a Fortune in the World, [ 
believe it will not ſoon run away. Give it 
leave to honour itſelf with your great Name, 
and me with the Title of, 


May it pleaſe your Grace, f 
Your Grace's moſt humble 


aud obedient Servant, 


JohN CROWN. 


The 
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77 HAT are the Charms by which theſe 
(Lappy Iles 
Have gain'd Heaven's brighteſt and eternal 
(Smiles ? 
What Nation upon Earth beſides our own 
But, by a Loſs like ours, had been undone ? 
| Ten Ages ſcarce ſuch Royal Worths diſplay 
ii As England loſt and found in one ſtrange Day; 
One Hour in Sorrow and Confuſion hurl'd, 
bf And yet the next the Envy of the World. 
\ Nay, we arebleſt, in ſpite of us tis known, 
Heaven's Choice for us was better than our 
1h oe. 
T0 ſtop the Bleſſings that oer ſſoav this Day. 
bat Heaps © Rogues we pil d up in the way? 
Ve choſe fit Tools agaiuſt all good to ſtrive, 
The ſawcieſt, lewwdeſt Proteſtants alive; 
They wou'd have form'd a bleſſed Church in- 
3,9 (deed 
Ufon 4 Turn coat Doctor's lying Creed. 
0 know if eer he took Degree is hard, 
Di thought he'll have one in the Palace-Yard, 


1 3 AoWn 
= From that foul Pitcher, when his Ears * 
Tel us rely on Conſcience, not on Cheats, 
=O Heavens Wii: mn, 1.0t en Freglers Feats. 
= How. gr cal Heaven has our great Lofs ſup- 
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Nay, in ſolittle Time to rear our Head, 

To our own Wonder, and our Neighbour's 
(Dread. 

To ſee that Valour crown'd with regal Pocver, 

They oft have ſeen with Laurels crown'd before. 

Verſe is too narrow for ſo great a Name, 

Far ſounding Seas hourly repeat his Fame. 

Our Neighbonrs 4 — 2 Fleets oft waftedoer, 

1's Name to theirs and many a trembling Shore z 

And we may go, by his great Conduct led, 

As far in Fame as our Forefathers did. 

Ar Heme he milder Ways to Glory choſe, 

Go ik, by Patience be ſubau'd his Foes. 

Now they and their Deſigns are ruin'd all, 

Beneath their fall, accurs'd, excluding Wall, 

Theſe are not all the Bleſſings of this Iſle, 

Heaven on our Nation in a Queen docs ſmile, 

Whoſe Virtue's Grace by Beauty ſhines ſo bright, 

All the fair Sex to Vircue ſhe'll invite. 

And all the Clouds turn to a glorious Day, 

By that illuſtrious Pair's united Ray, 8 

Who both reform and grace us by their Sway. 
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EPILOGUE. 


& a hard Caſe an Audience now to pleaſe, 
For every Palate's ſpoil d with ſome Diſeaſe. 
Poor Plays, as faſt as Women, now decay, 
They're ſeldom car'd for after the firſt Day : 
How often have ] heard true Wit call'd Stuff, 
By Men with nothing in their Brains but Sniff? 
Each Shante Spark that can the Faſhion hit. 
Place his Hat thus, roll full, forſooth's a wi, 
And thinks his Clothes allow him judge of it. 
The City-Gallant, the Exchange being done, 
Takes Sword at Temple-Bar which Nice E. 8 
| on, 
Comes here and palſes for a Beaugarzoon. 
Auaacians Vigards too ſo faſt do grow, 
You hardly can the Virtuous from em know, 
Nay, Parents now not likely can endure 
Their Childrens Faults, but, what is worſe, pro- 
. (cure. 
"Of old the Mother, full of Parent Sway, : 
Kept Miſs a Vaſſal to her work all Day; 
And to the wooing Spark Miſs was not bronght, 
But ſome finegolden Thing her Needle wrought. 
Now you ſhall meet young Lady and her Mother 
Rambling in Hackney-Coaches mask'd together ; 
Tes, and to ſuy the Truth, to work they go, 
Fine Work, but — fuch as they will never ſhew, 
Unleſs ſome Knot to draw a Fool to wed, 
And then he finds Miſs rare at work a-bed. 
But the grand Rendezvous is kept of late 
Exact at Nine, hard by, o'r Chocolate. 
Sa 4 
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EPILOGUE. 


Sad Fate, that all the Chriſtian Youth o 22 
tion 

Should be oblig d to Jews for Procreation: 

Nay, what is worſe, that's if Reports be true, 

Many a Chriſtian Gallant there turns Jew ; 

That is, ſo oft ſome rotten Strumpet plies him, 

The Surgeon's forc'd at laſt to circumciſe him. 

Our Bridges-Street is grown a Strumpet Fair, 

Where higling Barwas do palm their rotten Ware. 

There, Fowler like, the watching Gallant pores 

Behind his Glove, to get a ſhot at Whores, 

And from his Tongue fy ſuch charming Words, 

That ſtrait he carries off the wounded Birds. 

Another waits above in the great Room, 

Till a new Cargo200n of Strumpets come. 

T bere, by three Glaſſes plac'd, the affected Dunce 

Acts you four Courtly Nices all at once. 

Our Galleries too 2were finely us d of late, 

Where rooſting Masks ſat cackling for a Mate ; 

They came not to ſee Plays, but act their own, 

And bad throng'd Audiences when we had none. 

Our Plays it was impoſſible to hear, 

The honeſt Country-men were forc'd to ſwear 3. 

Confound you, give your baway prating o'er, 

Or, Sounds, TI ll fing you i the Pit you e. 
ore. 

This Come dy throws all that Lewaneſi down, 

For virtuous Liberty is pleas'd alone; 

Promotes the Stage to th' Ends at firſt deſigu d, 

As 7well to profit as delight the Mind. 
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Crack, 


Hos head. 


Teſtimony. 


Piolante. 


Leonora. 


Aunt. 


Sir Courtly Nice. 


SCENE Covent. Garden. 


The Names of the Perſons. 


Teonora's Brother, in love with No- 


Lord Bellguard. & at. 


CA Fop, over- curious in his Diet and 
Dreſs, in love with Leonora. 


A young Man of Quality and Fortune, 
his Rival. 


CA moroſe, ill-natur'd, negligent Fel- 
low, in love with Violante. 


A young ſubtle intriguing Fellow. 
A cholerick Zealot againſt Fanaticks, 
A canting bypocritical Fanatick, 
A Lady of Quality and Fortune, in 


love with Bellzuard, 


wel. 


2 etl; uard's Siſter, in love with Fare- 


Leonora's Governeſs — an old, a- 
morous, envious Maid, 
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Sir Courtly Nice. 
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It cannot Be. 
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Enter at ſeveral Doors Leonora and 
Violante, Scene, Lord Bellguard's 
Houſe. | 


dear (they embrace. 

Vi. My Dear, how is it with thee 
Ke What amendment in thy Brother's 

Humour, and thy Condition ? 

Leo. None. | 

| Vio. Oh! thou break't my Heart, 

for I love him extremely, and am, I think, as well be- 

lov'd by him; but whilſt he has this Diſeaſe upon him 

ſo mortal to Liberty, dare venture on him no more, 

than if he had the Plague, or any other Diſtemper 

, B dangerous 


2 Sir Courtiy Nice. 
dangerous to Life. For what is Life without Liberty? 
To be his Wife, is worſe than to be a Ghoſt, for that 
walks and enjoys a Jitle Chat ſometimes, but I muſt be 
laid by a Conjurer call'd a Husband for my whole 
Life. I would not be a Queen on the Terms; no, 
nor on any Terms, becauſe a Queen is confin'd to 
Forms, ſo fond am 1 of Liberty; but next to that I 
love your Brother; I wou'd give all the World to cure 
him, is there no way ? g 

Leo. None that I know of. 1 

Vio. Muſt we then be for ever unhappy, I in the 
Loſs of him, and you in eternal Slavery: 

Leo. I might have Liberty, but on ſuch Terms 

Vio. What Terms? FN 

Leo, Marriage with ſuch a Coxcomb, you know 
him—— Sir Courtly Nice. $4 20 | 

Vio. A tempting Man, he has a vaſt Eſtate, 

Leo, But incumber'd, 

Vio. With what? \} 

Leo. A Fop, *tis morgag'd to a Thouſand expenſive 
Follies 3 if it were not, I wou'd not drink Water for 
the ſake of a fine Bowl chain'd to the Well. The Youth 
1 love has a fair and free Eſtate. | 

Vio. Mr. Farewel, is it not? 

Leo, The ſame. 

Vio. Ay, but he's forbidden Fruit. 

Leo. I know it to my Sorrow. 

Vio. What's the Reaſon? 

Leo. Hiſtory muſt tell you. There has been a Pique 
between our Families ſince the Conqueſt; none were 
thought truly of our Blood, that had not that Scurvy 
in it; becauſe mine began to ſweeten, my Father al- 
molt ſuſpected my Legitimacy; and left me no Fortune 
but on Condition I retain'd the antient Mark of our 
Houſe. | 

Vio. There ariſes then your Brother's great Authority. 
He has the diſpoſal of your Fortune, by conſequence of 
your Perſon ; Fortune is all Men ſeek now. They are 
ſo cow'd from Marriage, they will go Voluntiers into a 
Batile, but muſt be preſt to Marriage; and 'tis the Shil- 
ling does it. Leo. 
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Leo. Too true, But I believe Mr. Fareuel of a more 
generous Temper, he addreſſes well. 

Vio. It may be he does not know how it is with you, 
you have the Fame of ten thouſand Pound. 

Leo. And the Money too, if IMmarry with my Brother's 
Conſent, not elſe, | 
c Vio. That's hard, but Mr. Farewe! has enough for you 

oth, | 

Leo. Ay, if he will venture on me ; yet if he will, 
I know not how to come at him, I am ſo watch'd, not 
only at home but abroad. I never ſtir out but as they 
ſay the Devil does, with Chains and Torments, She 
that is my Hell at home, is ſo abroad. 

Vio. A New Woman: | 

Leo. No, an old Woman, or rather an old Devil; 
nay worſe than an old Devil, an old Maid. 

Vio. Oh! there's no Fiend ſo envious, 

Leo. Right, ſhe will no more let young People fin, 
than the Devil will let them be ſav'd, out of envy to 
their Happineſs, 

Vio. Who is ſhe? 

Leo. One of my own Blood, an Aunt, 

Vio. I know her, ſhe of thy Blood? ſhe has not had 
a drop of it theſe twenty Years, the Devil of Envy ſuck'd 
it all out, and left Verjuice in the room. 

Leo. True, this Aunt hangs on me like a daily Ague 3 
but I had rather endure her, than be curb'd by ſuch a 
nonſenſical Charm as Sir Courtly is. And — 1 
can be apply'd to me; for to aſſiſt my governing Aunr, 
there is a whole Army of Spies in the Houſe; and over 
them two Spies General: And there my Brother thinks he 
lhews a Maſter- piece of Policy. 

Vio. Why: what are they? 

Leo. Two, that will agree in nothing but one ano- 
thers Confuſion, The one is a poor Kinſman of ours, 
ſo fierce an Enemy to Fanaticks, that he cou'd eat no 
other Meat ; and he need no other Fire than himſelf 
to roaſt 'em; for he's always in a Flame when he comes 
near em, his Name is Hot-head, 


B 2 Vio. 
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Vio. And I warrant thee the other is a Fanatick. 

Leo, Oh! a moſt Zealous Scrupulous one ; with a 
Conſcience ſwaddled ſo bard in its Infancy by ftrit E- 
ducation, and now thump'd and cudgel'd ſo fore with 
daily Sermons and Lectures, that the weak ricketty 
Thing can endure nothing. | 

Vio, Certainly theſe Two muſt make you Sport. 

Leo. Oh! Their Faces, Dreſſes, Names are Jeſts. 
The Fanatick's Name's Teflimony, 
Where's my Lord? Where's my Lord? 

. Hot-head within. 
Teo. Oh! 4 hear my Cholerick Couſin Hot-head, 
| Enter Hot-head, 

Hot, Where's my Lord ? Where's my Lord, I fay. 

Leo. What wou'd you do with my Lord ? | 

Hot, Call him to an Account if he were not my 
Couſin, cut his Pate, it may be cudgel him. Heaven 
be thank'd, to cudgel a Lord is no Scandalum Magna- 
zum. * 

Teo. What's the Reaſon of all this Anger! 

Hot. He affronts me, he invites me to live in his 
- Houſe, and then keeps a Fanatick to make a Jeſt of 
me. He knows I ſweat when I ſee one. 

Teo. May be he has Occaſion for one. | 

Hot. What Occaſion ? He is not in a Plot, is he? 
Fanaticks are good for nothing elſe that I know of, 

Leo. Why not ? Toads are good for —— | 

Hoe. Ay, when they are hang'd and dry'd, ſo is no 
. Faffatick. He is ſuch a canker'd Rogue, he does Miſ- 
chief when he's hang'd ; let him ſpread Ink upon Paper 
and it raiſes Bliſters—But here the Rogue is, 

Enter Teſtimony. 

Sirrah ! Sirrah, What's your Buſineſs in this Houſe, 
Sirrah? 5 

Teſl. What Authority have you to examine me, Friend. 

Hot. Friend, you Dog! call me Friend, I'll knock 
you down Sirrah, 


Teſt. Poor Soul poor Sou. | 


Hot. You are an impudent Raſcal to call me poor 


Soul—Sirrah, I have Loyalty and a good 3 
| an 
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and that's a better Eſtate, than any of your Party have; 
and if you live in the Houſe with me, I'll ſettle it on 
ou with a Pox to you. 

Teſt, Yes, Mr. Hot-head | know you well enough, I 
know you would hang us all it you could. 4 

Hot. I need not Sirrah, for Heaven be prais'd now 
you begin to hang yourſelves; 1 knew when Tyburn 
was beſtow'd upon the Prieſts and Jeſuits, the Fanaticks 
and Republicans wou'd not long be without it; for 
they are very fond of all Church-Lands ; come Sirrah, 
if you live here, I'll make you turn over a new Leaf, 
I'll make you go to Church, Sirrah. 

- Teft. That's more than you do yourſelf Mr. e- head, 
you go not often to Church. 

Hor. What then? I'm for the Church Sirrab. But 
you are againſt the Church, and againſt the Miniſters, 
Sirrah. ä 
Teft. 1 cannot be edified by them, they are formal, 
weak, ignorant, poor Souls Lord help em —— poor 
Souls, 

Hot. Ignorant? you're an impudent Raſcal to call 
Men o' their Learning ignorant; there's not one in a 
Hundred of 'em, but has taken all his Degrees at Ox- 
ford, and is a Doctor, you Sot you. 

Teſt, What ſignifies Oxford? Can't we be ſav d unleſs 
we go to Oxford ? | | 

Hot. Oxford, don't lie out o' the Road to Heaven, 
you Aſs. | 

Teft. Pray what do they learn at Oxford ? only to 
ſtudy Heathens ; they'll talk of Ariſtotle in the Publick, 
they may be aſham'd to name Ariſtotle among civil People. 

Hot. Oh! you Sor. 

Teſt. Our Miniſters are powerful Men. [To Teo. 
Oh! Forſooth I wiſh you were under one of our Minif- 


ters; you wou'd find they wou'd pierce you forſoothz © 


they wou'd go to your inward Parts. 
Hot. This Rogue is talking Bawdy. | 
Teft. They wou'd ſhew you the great great ſinſul- 
neſs of Sin, that Sin is one of th: ſinfulleſt things in the 


w:0'e World, | 
B 3 Hot. 
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Hot. You ſenſeleſs Raſcal, what ſhould be ſinful bu 
Sin? What ſhould be fooliſh but a Fool! 

Leo. Are not theſe a ridiculous Couple? [To Viol. 
mf. Come this is very provoking, and very prophane 
1 ſhall bave a fad time on't in this wicked Family. 

Hot. Wicked! Sirrah ; What Wickedneſs do you ſee 
in this Family ? | 

Leo, Ay, Mr. Teſtimony, now we are all concern'd, 
what Vices do you find among us ? | 
. Teſt. Suppoſe I ſee not many Vices, Morality is not 
the thing 3 the Heathens had Morality, and forſooth 
would you have your Coachman or your Footman to 
be no better Men than Seneca ? | 

Hot. A Coachman a beiter Man than Seneca ? 

Teo. I wou'd have him be a better Coachman than I 
believe Seneca was. 

Teſt, Ay, and a better Chriſtian too, or woe be to 
bim. But truly I fee great Wantonneſs even in yourſelf, 
forſooth,—the very Cook debauches you. 

Hot. How ? Call the Cook |!—Cook ! — Cook 

Teo. The Cook debauch me, Sirrah ? 

Te. I mean by pamp'ring you, Morning, Noon, 
and Night, with one wanton kickſhaw or another. 

Vio. You Coxcomb. 

Teo. Sot. 

Hot. Raſcal, I thought the Cook had lain with my 
Couſin— Sirrah, you deſerve to have your Bones 
broke. Well Sirrab, ſince you find my Lord's Table is 
too Juſty, III have it gelded, I'll make you keep Lent, 
and faſt Wedneſdays and Fridays. 

Teft, I will not, I abhor it, tis Popery. 

Hot, Then you ſhall faſt Tueſdays and Thurſdays. 

Te. And then the Family will ſlander me, and ſay 
I do it out o' Contradiftion, —1 will not do it, 1 do 
not loye to grieve the weak. . 

Hot. To grieve the ſtrong thou mean'ſt, thy own 
ſtrong Stomach. 
| Th. You are offenſive. 

Hot. I will be more. I will watch you Sirrah, and 
know why my Lord feeds ſuch Raſcals, 
2 Teſt, 


Or it cannot Be. 


Teſt. I tarry not for his feeding, the Family is a ſad 
Family, and I tarry out of pure Bowels. 

Hot, Out of empty Bowels, which you have a Mind 
to fill, and it may be you * fill other empty Bellies, 
I mean among the Wenches; ſome of you godly Rogues 
play ſuch Tricks ſome times. I'll watch you Sirrah, 

OE: (Exit. 

Teft. And I'll watch you, my Spirit riſes at this Man 
exceedingly. - | (Exit, 

Vio. Theſe are a pleaſant Couple. ; 

Leo, Is not my Brother l Theſe ate to ſee 
no Proviſions for wantonneſs be convey'd to me from 
abroad, and be ſure they will not agree to deceive 
him. And that I may have none at home, my Bro- 
ther will not venture a handſome Servant in the Houſe; 
be ſwears he will not be Brother-in-Law to e'er a Butler 
or Footman in England; and he has cull'd for his Family; 
the moſt choice Pieces of Deformity he could find in the 
Nation. I believe they are now altogether in the Pan- 
try, and my Aunt among 'em diſtributing their Breakfaſt 
—the Monſters will be worth ſeeing—open the Door, — 


The Scene is drawn, and a Company f Crooked, Wither'd, 
I- look d Fellows are at Breakfaſt, and Aunt with them, ' 


Aunt, How now? who open'd the Door without 
my leave? Niece, this is one o' ycur Gicliſh Tricks, 
will you always be a Child? Will you never learn Staid- 
neſs and Gravity, notwithſtanding the perpetual Counſel, 
you have from me, the perpetual Diſpleaſure I ſhow at 
all ſort of youthful Follies, do not you know bow I hate 
impertinent Youth ? 

Leo, Or any fort o- Youth to my Knowledge, (Aſide.) 

Au. Do not I always tell you how fine a thing it is 
to be grave; that Youth with Gravity is very paſſa- 
ble, and almoſt eſteem'd equal with years? Very wiſe 
Perſons will not be aſham'd to match with grave 
Youth, daily experience ſhews it, and will you ne- 
ver leave? Fye—fye—fye—— 1 would not for the 
World any wiſe, ſober Perſon o' Quality that has 5 

Incli- 


| 
| 
| 
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Inclination for you, ſhou'd ha“ ſeen this Rudeneſs in 
you, to expoſe your Aunt in this Manner, in her Un- 
dreſs; it might ha“ created in him an Averſion for you. 

Leo. An Averſion to me, to ſee your ill dreſs! (Aſide.) 

Au. Madam, I hope you'll pardon the Liberty | take 
in your Preſence. | 

Vio. Oh! good Madam.“ — | 

Au. Oh! Madam —— pardon me — I know 1 
commit a Soleciſm in good Manners, —— but you 
are a Lady that has a great deal of Goodneſs, and a 
great deal o' Worth, 

Vio. Oh! ſweet Madam !—— - | 

Au. Oh! Madam! our Familly has found it —— 
you pleas'd us to honour us with your Friendſhip. We 
may venture to expoſe our Frailties before you. Madam, 
you'l be ſo good to pardon Madam 

Vio. Oh! Madam! 

Au. Well, really Madam l wonder where my 
Niece learns her Wantonneſs, we are the moſt reſerv'd 
Family in the World, There were fourteen Siſters of us, 
and not one of us married. 

Vio. Is it poſſible ? 
Teo. To your great Grief, — (Aſide.) 
Au. We were all fo reſervd. O! Madam! no Man 


durſt preſume to think of us; I never had three Love- 


Letters ſent to me in my whole life. 
Vi. Oh! ſtrange ! 
Au. Oh! we were very reſerv'd. Well, Madam 
I am very much out o' Countenance to appear thus 
before you. | oy 
p Vio, Oh! Madam, every thing becomes you Ma- 
am. 
Au. Oh! you are very obliging Madam. — Do you 
hear Niece learn o' this Lady? LS - 
Leo, To flatter you. (Aſide.) 
Au. Madam, 1 am extreme unfortunate, the Affairs 
o' the Family call me away from your ſweet Conver- 
ſation. | 
Vio. The Misfortune is mine, Madam, | 3 
Au. Oh! ſweet Madam your moſt humble Servant. 
ö | Vio. 
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Vio. Your humble Servant, dear Madam. Exit 
Ha ! ha! ha! What ridiculous Piece of Anti- Aunt.- 
quity is this? Thy Brother has a great Honour for his 
1 ſince he will keep ſuch a Relick of his Anceſtors 
as this, 

Leo. All the Houſe is of a Piece. 

Vio. Nay if thou learn'ſt Lewdaeſs at home, thou haſt 
a great Genius to it. | 

Leo. Well, what do you think of my Condition ? 

Leo. Like > 1 

Vio. Ay, for I perceive Brother has rhe- 
whole — of his WI into 5 — of — ww 
now if we can baffle it, he will find it is a Dream fit 
for nothing but Utopia; and never torment himſelf and 
his Frieads with it any more; then he'll be a faultleſs 
Creature, and all of us happy in our Loves. Here he 
comes. 


Enter Lord Bell 

Your Seryant, good my Lord, 

Bell, Your moſt humble Servant, Madam, 

Leo. My Lord, why do you call him Lord} he's a 
Doctor, and curing me o' the Palpitation o' the Heart, 
Falling ſickneſs, Convulſions in the Eyes, and other ſuch 
Diſtempers, 

Vio. A Doctor? A Quack by his falſe medicines; 
ſhortly we ſhall ſee him mount the Stage, or ſtand at 
the Old change, and cry a Cure for your Horns, 
a Cure for youf Horns. | 

Bell, I am glad to ſee you ſo pleaſant, Madam 

Vio. How can I otherwiſe chuſe, my Lord, and ſee 
your Family and Government ? 

Bell, Faith, Madam, he that will have a Garden muſt 
incloſe it, and cover tender Plants; This is a very blaſting 

e to Virtue, 'twill not thrive without a Covering, 

Vis, Ay, but my Lord, you force your Ground too 
much, what Horns wou'd not grow in your Soil? When 
wou'd not your Forehead ſprout ? Were 1your Wife and 
thus kept, I ſhou'd ſpread like a Vine, and all the Walls 
in England wou'd not hold me. | 


Bell. 
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Bell, I'm not o' that Opinion, Madam. 

Pio. Why ſhou'd you think better o me than your 

Siſter ? | 

Bell. J judge very well of her, but muſt ſpeak freely, 
I think few Women may be truſted in this Life; this 
World is, and ever was a great Brothel; where? or 
with whom may a Woman be truſted? with ancient 
Ladies; they are the chief Beauty Merchants, venders 
of fine Love. | $9 

Leo, Ladies o' that Profeſſion. 

Bell, Oh! the moſt excellent, and moſt in Employ. 
Pedling Women cry Scotch Cloth of a Groat a Yard, 
Stuff only fit for Footmen; but won'd you have fine 
Beauty, Choice of Beauty, and with Eaſe, Security and 
Decency, go to your Lady-Merchants. In common 

Houſes the Work is manag'd as ſlovenly as Religion in 
Conventicles, enough to put one out of Conceit with 
it; but in Brothels o' Quality, Iniquity is carried on with 
that venerable Order wou'd intice any one to Deyotion, 

Vio. Fye! fye! i - 

Bell. And with that Security. A Man may there en- 
joy a Lady whilſt her Husband holds her Cards. 

a Leo, And ſhall the Lady o' the Houſe know o' theſe 
things? | 

Bll And manage em too; break the Lady to the 
Lover's Hands; that's the Advantage o' Quality, If a 
Young Lady has not a natural Amble, a poor Bawd can- 
not have acceſs to teach her. 

der can a Lady o' Quality propound by ſuch 
things ? » 

Bell. Oh! many things. As Preſents, and Pleaſures, 
She has her Houſe full of good Company, her Ears full 
of wanton Stories; her Eyes full of tempting Sights, 
and now and then her Lips get a cloſe Kiſs, Oh! Ma- 
dam ! do you think it does not warm an Elderly Lady's 
Blood, to have a brisk young Spark always by her fide? 
he is her Liquor of Life, and though ſhe never gets a 
full Draught, a Taſte chears her Heart. 

Leo. Who are theſe Ladies? where do they live? 


Bell, 


ſu 


ro 
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Bell. Oh! you'd fain be acquainted with em? no 


ſuch Matter; and yet I'll tell you where they live. 
ur Leo. Where? 


Bell, Almoſt every where; where there is an amo. 


v, rous Aunt, or over - indulgent Mother. 
is Leo. Mothers! will Mothers corrupt their Daughters? 
or Bell. Ay, or if they won't, Daughters will corrupt 


nt their Mothers. Things are ſo inverted, that Ladies who 
rs were honeſt all their Youth, to be like their Mothers, 
turn lewd in their old Age to be like their Daughters, 
There never was ſuch an oy and general War made 

0 


y. on Virtue; young ones of Thirteen will pickeere at 
d, it, and by that time they are Twenty, they are riſen to 
ne be Strumpets General, and march in publick with their 
1d Baggage, With Miſs, and Maſs, and Nurſe and Maid, and 
on a whole Train of Reformade Sinners, expecting the next 
in Cully that falls. we | | 

th Vio. You talk of paltry Huſſies. 

th Bell. Very good n 

n. Teo. Gentlewomen o' thoſe Employments ! 


Bell. Ay, purchaſe em. I have known a fair young 
n- Lady give all her Fortune to attend a Man o' Quality in 
his Bed-Chamber; be his chief Gentlewoman. 

Leo. Suppoſe ſo, what's all this to me? If they be 
bad muſt I be ſo? 

Bell. Truly, Siſter, a —_— Woman, let her be 
never ſo good a Manager, will be apt to bring her 
Virtue as a Traveller does his Money, from a Broad- 
Piece to a Braſs-Farthing: But ſay ſhe does not, is Re- 
putation nothing? And let me tell you, Reputation will 
hang looſe upon a galloping Lady; you may as well go 
among high Winds and not be ruffled, ag among Men, 
and not have your good Name blown over your Ears, 

Vio. Thoſe Winds blow where they liſt. A Woman is 
not ſecure at home from Cenſure. 15 

Bell. But you muſt allow a Jewel is not ſo ſafe in 
Crowd as when lock'd up. 8 N 

Leo. Lock'd up! do you think to lock me up? 

Bell. I think to ſecure thee, my dear Siſter, 

Woman, like China, ſhou'd be kept with Care, 
One Flaw debaſe her 10 common Ware. [Exit] 
Wo: * k | ACT Ih 
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ACT . 


SCE N E Violante's use. Enter Vio- 
vg lante and à Servant. 


Vio. S Mr. Farewel coming? 
Ser. Yes Madam, he's juſt at the Door. 

Vio. That's well, if this brick young Fellow has but 
Love enough to undertake this Work, and Wit enough 
to go thro* with it, we ſhall all be happy. 

Enter Farewel. 

Fa. Where's your Lady } Madam, your moſt humble 
Servant. | . 

Vio. Your Servant Mr. Farewel; you are a happy Man, 
young, rich, and in the Ladies Fayours, 

Fa. I'm glad to hear that, Madam; who are theſe 
Ladies, Madam ? a Day, an Hour of Youth and good 
Fortune is precious; and Ladies, like Birds, muſt be 
aim'd at whilſt they hop about us; miſs that Opportunity, 
you may loſe em for ever. Therefore the Ladies, good 
Madam, quick, quick, for if you defer but half an Hour, 
they'll be in Love with ſome body elſe. 

Vio. No, Mr. Farewel, there is one Lady more con- 
ſtant, you'll own it when I name her; my Lord Bell- 
grard's delicate young Siſter, W hat ſay you to her? 

Fa. I adore her, | 

Pio. And dare you attempt her ? 

Fa. Dare I? 

Vie. Ay, for do not you know you are the only Man 
forbidden her? | 

Fa. Do I know of what Race I am, Madam ? Never 
was ſuch a Pack of Fops as my Lord Bellguard's An- 
ceſtors and mine, They lov'd Wrangling more- than 
we do Intriguing; kept Lawyers inſtead o' Wenches, 
and begot upon their Bodies, a Thouſand illegitimate 
Law-Suits; the Terms they obſery'd as duly as the 
River does the - Tides, and Land was carried to and 

| fro, 


Or it cannot be. - 15 
fro, as Mud is in the Thames. Nor were their Quarrels 
ſo bitter about Land, as Place; ſo big were their great 
Hearts, they cou'd not come into one Room together, 
for fear of loſing Place. My Lord Bellguard's Father to 
end the Difference, meſt piouſly endeavours to be a bet- 
ter _—_ than any of his Anceſtors. That is to ſay, a 
Lord. 

Vio. And then the Strife ended! 

Fa. Was more enflam'd. For my Lord was more inſo- 
lent, as having Authority under the Broad Seal to be 
proud, by Conſequence my Father more enrag'd; and 
both the old Gentlemen contended who ſhou'd have the 
oreateſt Eſtate in Malice, and attain'd to be very con- 
iderable; and when they dyed, endeavoured to ſettle 
it all upon us. But truly the young Lady and 1 moft 
prodigally conſum'd all our Portions at one Look, and 
agreed to cut off the wicked Entail. 

Vio. You did well; but how will you accompliſh 
your deſires, her Brother has ſuch Guards upon her! 

Fa. Oh! 'tis decreed; nor ſhall thy Fate! O Bro- 
ther! reſiſt my Vow, though Guards were ſet on 
Guards, till their confounded Coxcombs, reach'd the 
Skies, 1'd o'er 'em all! 

Vio. You are in a Rapture! 

Fa, Ten Thouſand whenever I think of her. 

Vio. But how will you do this? 10 

Fa. I have leagu'd with a Witch; at leaſt a young 
Fellow that has more tricks than a Witch ; he was a poor 
Scholar at Oxford, but expell'd for Rudying the Black 
Arts, | 

Vio, For Conjuring ? p | | 

Fa. Yes, Madam, not only a Man's Pigs or Poultry, 
but Wife or Daughter into his Chamber, Nothing cou'd 
ſcape him, and he ſcap'd every thing. The Proctors 
watch'd more diligently for him than a Benefice, and 
cou'd never catch him, The grave Doctors abhor'd him 
worſe than a Hereſy, and ſtudy'd more to keep him out 
of their Families; but he confuted their Skill, and they 
cou'd no more light upon him than on a jeſt, | 

Vio. 1 long to ſee him. 
7 C Fa. 
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Fa. I order d him to come hither io me. 

72 Enter a Servant. | 

Ser. Here's one Mr. Grack enquires for you, Sir. 

Fa. That's he— bring him in. 

Enter Crack. 

MI. Crack, your Servant, 

Ct. Your Servant Sir, your humble Servant, Madam. 

Vio. Your Servant, Sir, I am told 7 ha' been an 
Oxford Scholar. 

Cr. A Scholar Madam? a Scholar's Egg——empty- 
ed by old ſuck-Eggs, of all that nature — me, * 
crumbled full of n Hy poſtaſes, and other ſtuff 
o' their baking. | 

Vio. Why did not you apply yourſelf to Divinity : ? 

Cr. Leave Wenches for Pigs, Madam; tis true 1 
may wench then too, but it muſt be with Fear and Re- 
verence, 1 hate that. 

Vio. Why wou'd not you be a Phyſician? 

Cr. A Gold-finder, Madam ? look 1 * Jakes for bits 
o' Money? I had a Spirit above it. ad an Ambition 
to be ſome honourable Profeſſion; Heb as People of 
Quality undertake. As for inſtance, Pimving, A Pimp 
is as much above a Doctor, as a Cook is above a Scullion 
when a Pimp has foul'd a Diſh, a Doctor ſcours it. 

Vio. This is an arch Blade, 

Cr, Oh! you are pleas'd to ſay ſo, Madam; *ris more 
you: Goodneſs, than my Deſert. 

BE Well, Mr. Crack, you know what you have under- 
taken. 

Cr. II do- . Lady's yours. 
ſome Money. 

Cr. Gold? thou 800 o' the Sun, and Brother o' the 

Start, Nutmeg o' Comfort, and Roſe o' Delight as my 

Fiend the King o Perſia calls himſelf what can'ſt 

thou not do, great Prince, if I be thy chief Miniſter ?— 

Exit. 

' Vie. This is a notable Fellow,—our next Plot muſt be 
to ſecure your Rival Sir Corrtly Nice. 


Give me 


Fa. 


3 * 
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Fa. Hang him, he ſecures himſelf by his Fopperies, 
ſhe deſpiſes him. | 12 
Vio. Not many Ladies do ſo. | 

Fa. Oh! no, Madam, he's the General Guitar o“ the 
Town, inlay'd with every thing Women fanſy; Gaiety, 


Gallantry, Delicacy, Nicety, Courteſy. 


Vio. And pray, put in Gold too. 

Fa. True, Madam, Oh! the Ladies love to have him 
in their Chambers, and play themſelves aſleep with him. 
2 Well, I have provided one ſhall thrumble on 
Fa. Who's that ? 

Vio. Surly. | 
Fa. Oh! Fire and Water are not fo contrary, 


Sir Courtly is ſo civil a Creature, and ſo reſpectful to 


every thing belongs to a Gentleman, he ſtands bare to 


his own Periwig. Surly uncovers to nothing but bis 


own Nightcap, nor to that if he be drunk, for he ſleeps 
in his Hat. Sir Courtly is ſo gentle a Creature, he 
writes a Challenge in the ſtyle of a Billet-deux. Surly 
talks to his Miſtreſs, as be would to a Hector that wins 
his Moneys Sir Courtly is ſo pleas'd with his own Per- 
ſon, his daily Contemplation, nay, his Salyation is a 
Looking-glaſs, for there he finds Eternal Happineſs, 
Surly's Heaven, at leaſt, his Prieſt, is his Claret Glaſs, for 
to that he confeſſes all his Sins, and from it receives Ab- 
ſolution and Comfort. But his Damnation is a Looking- 
glaſs, for there he finds an Eternal Fire in his Noſe, In 

ort, if youwou'd make a Poſſet for the Devil, mingle 
theſe two, for there never was ſo ſweet a thing as Sir 
Courtly, ſo ſower as Surly. But how will you get em 
together? for nothing has Power over 8«rly, but Claret 
and the Devil. 26% 

Vio. Les, I have. Heaven is pleas'd to think the 
Devil himſelf has not miſchief enough to plague that ill- 
natur'd Rogue, and joins me in Commiſſion wh him to 
torment him with Love; he loves me 6 FTE 

Fa. Love! can he love ? 

Vio. So much, he neglefts his Claret for me; and 
comes hither hourly to perform his Deyotion to _ 

| C 2 ut 
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but in ſuch a ſlovenly Manner; tis ſuch a nn 
to all decent Ceremonies. 


leiten ] Where's your Miſtreſs ? 


Vio. I hear him, we'll ha' ſport with him. He abhors 
his Love worſe than Murder or Treaſon ; for thoſe 
are Miſchiefs to others, but Love he accounts High-Trea- 
ſon againſt his own damnable Perſon ; and he's more 
aſham'd of it, than he wou'd be of a Beaſt's Tail if it 
grew out of him. Therefore I'] conceal, and do you 
charge him with it, you ſhall hear how he'll renounce it, 
then will I appear like Conſcience to a ſick Debauchee, 
and you ſhall ſee what an aukward Penitent I'll make him. 

(Exit. 
| Enter Surly. 

Fa, Honeſt Surly, how do'ſt do ? 

Sur. Prithee look in my Water. 

Fa. In thy Water ? 

Sur. Ay, for 1 don't love to anſwer impertinent 
Queſtions. 

Fa. Is it impertinent to inquire aſter the Health of 
a Friend ? 

Sur, A Friend? Thy Talk is more boyiſh than thy 
Face. Do'ſt thou think there are ſuch Friends? Thou 
believ'ſt there are Mer-maids and Centaurs, I warrant; 
for ſuch Friends. Monſters that grow to ſome other 
Beaſts, and are the leaſt Part o* themſelves ? 

Fa. WAR: Haſt thou no Concern for any Beaſt but 
thyſelf? 

Sur. Yes, Bird, for many things for my own ſake; 
for witty Men whilſt they drink with me, handſome 
Whores whilſt they lie with me, Dogs, Horſes, or 
Cattle whilſt they belong to me; after that, I care not 
if the Wits be hang'd, the Whores be pox'd, and the 
Cattle bewitcht. 

Fa. A very generous Temper, 

Sur. Tis a wiſe and honeſt Tempe. The pretend- 
ed good Nature is ill Nature; it makes a Man an Aſs 
to others, he bears their Burden a Rogue to himſelf, 
he cheats himſelf of his Quiet and Fortune, I am ſo 

yery 
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very honeſt to myſelf, if the whole world were hang'd 
it hou'd not rob me of a Minute's Eaſe, I thank Heaven 
for it. | 

Fa. Was ever ſuch a Barbarian ? 

Sur. Thou'rt an Aſs; which is the Barbarian, he that 
eats Man, or the Man that's eaten? The Rogue that 
grieves away my Fleſh eats me, and is a Barbarian, ſa 
is he that with Vexation gnaws himſelf; I am no lach 
Cannibal. g | ; 

Fa. Haſt thou no Compaſſion? 

Sur. 1 _ not BE it is. Qual 

Fa, Suppoſe you ſee a Man o' Quality in miſery ? 

Sur. Ler him * in miſery and be daun | 

Fa. Are you not concern'd for his Quality? 

Sur. The leſs for that, becauſe if be fanſies the Whim- 
ſey, he has it to pleafe him. 

Fa. To trouble him. 

Sur. Then to comfort him, I'll tell him he's the Son of 


I v 


a Whore, and his Grandfather roſe by pimping. 


Fa. Suppoſe you ſaw a Man o' Parts unfortunate ? 

Sur. Let his Parts look after him, 

Fa. They'll afli& him. 

Sur. Then to quiet him, I'll tell him he's an Aſs. 

Fa, Have you no Charity? do you never give any 
thing to the Poor? 

Sur, As much as any Man. 

Fa. What's that? 

Sur. Nothing, | 

Fa. Does no Man give any thing ? 

Sur. Not to the Poor; they give it to themſelves: ſome 
Fools have Diſeaſes in their Natures, they never ſee any 
one in Pain, but they feel half on't, and ſo they gye. 
Money to eaſe themſelves, 

Fa. Ha' you no love for any thing? 

Sur. I have Appetite. py 

Fa. Have you no love for Women? 

Sur. I ha' Luſt. 

Fa. No Love. 
Sur. That's the ſame thing, the Word Love is a Fig- 


Leaf to cover the naked Senſe, a Faſhion brought up by 


C 3 Eve, 
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Eve, the Mother of Jilts; ſhe cuckolded her Husband 
with the Serpent, then pretended to modeſty, and fell a 
making Plackets preſently. And her Daughters take up 
the Trade: You may import what Lewdneſs you will into 
their Common-wealth, if you will waſh it over with 
ſome fine Name. You may proclaim at Market-croſs, 
how great an Adorer you are of ſuch a Woman's Charms; 
how much you deſire to be admitted into her Service; 
chat is, how luſty a Centaur you are, that the Horſe in 
you is much the major Part, and ſhe ſhall receive all this 
without a Bluſh, whilſt the Beaſt trots to her under the 
Name of a Lover; when if ſhe had any Wit ſhe'd know, 
a Lover is more impudent than a Whoremaſter; for a 
W horemaſter throws all his Bombs at a whole City, 
your Lover waſtes all his upon a ſingle Houſe. So that 


when a Woman deſires a Lover, ſhe deſires to have the 
whole Brute to herſelf, 


Fa. Ha! ha! ha! 

Sur. What do you laugh at, Sir? | 

Fa, Only that your Miſtreſs has heard your learngd 
Diſcourſe, Sir, Pray appear, Madam, and own you 
haye loſt your Wager, is he a Lover or no? 

5 Enter Violante. 
_ Sur, Here's a young treacherous Rogue. 
Vio. Yes—a Brutal one—are theſe your Sentiments 
of Love, Sir? Was it this you meant when you talk'd of 
Love? When we grow Lovers do we r into 
Brutes? I thought there was a generous Paſſion of which 
a Beaſt cou'd have no more Senſe, than he has of Muſick 
or Poetry. And to ſuch Love you pretend, Sir. 
Ste. I'll wheedle her, (aſide to Fa.) 
So I do ſtill, Madam, but why muſt I let a Boy catechiſe 
me? I have that muſica], poetical, fantaſtical Love, you 
ſpeak of, and a Pox on me for it; you'll neither be my 
Slipper, nor my Shoe, my Wench to ſlip on and off at 
Pleaſure, nor my Wife, that is a Whore buckled on. 
Vio. You are charming in your Expreſſions. | 
Fa. Mr. Surly, Madam, is a myſtical Piece, to be 
anderſtood like a Prophecy, where Rams La, He- 
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Goats ſtand for Kings and Princes. Mr. Surly's, rank 
Expreſſions muſt ſignify Virtue and Honour, 

Vio. No, no, they ſignify his own filthy Meaning; 
and the Truth is, Love has no other Senſe, in this corrupt 
Age. Now if a Woman by Bluſhes or otherwiſe, con- 
felles ſhe thinks a Man a fine Gentleman, he, to requite 
her, ſends her preſently a Libel call'd a Billet-· deux, where 
he in fine words tells her to her Face, he thinks her a 
Wench, and invites her to lie with him. This ruins all 
Converſation, Men are always driving their brutal Ap- 
petites to the Plays, the Court, to Church, like Drovers 
their Beaſts to every Market; and there's no converſing 
with 'em, ualeſs you'll take their Cattle off their hands, 

Sur. Madam, I love you in your faſhion, admire 

ou, adore you, and the Devil and all, what wou'd you 
ave !——-Now will this ſimple Jade believe me? 
mT [Aſide to Fa, _ 

Fa. He calls you ſimple Jade, Madam, and ſays you'll IF 
believe him. 

Sur. You malapert Boy, why do you meddle in my 
Buſineſs? 

Fa. 'Tis my Buſineſs; ſhe's my Friend, and I won't 
ſee her abus'd. 

Sur. A Friend to the Woman loves your Enemy 
Tom- Fool? 

Fa. No, ſhe hates him, and has quirrel'd with him, 
and I wou'd ha' had you ſtep into his room. 

Sur. Oh! oh! 

Fa. Now who's the Tom-Fool ? 

Sur. I am : look you, Madam, that Rogue Deſpair 
made me talk like an Aſs, and I am ſorry for it, 

Vio. I know you are, Sir, I know your baſe Deſire is 
for your Puniſhment; confin'd to my Eyes, and I'll uſe 
you as you deſerve. | 

Fa. Come, Madam, let me interpoſe 3 tho you will 
not receive Mr. Surly as a half Horſe, you may as a 
whole Aſs, a Drudge, you know you have Buſineſs moſt 
agreeable to his ill Nature, pray employ him. K 

Vio. Well, I'll make trial of him, you pretend you 
love me generouſly. | 


Sru, 
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Sur. Yes, and damnably. 25 

Vio. Know then my Lord Bellguard is (as I have of 
late perceiv'd) ſunk with the reſt of the Age, into baſe 
Opinions of Love and Women, that I am angry I ever 
had a good Thought of him. 

Sur. Good. 

Vio. Look upon his Addreſs to me, as an Affront 
you will revenge. | 
Sur. Better and better. 

Vio. And you ſhall do it. 

Sur. Beſt of all, | 

Vio. Do you know Sir Courtly Nice? 

Sur. That you ſhowd join knowledge with ſuch a 
Fop ? 'Tis a queſtion to be put to a Boy? I may know 
Philoſophy, but to ask a Man if he knows a Horn- 
Book ? for ſuch a thing is this Fop ; guilded on the out- 
ſide, on the inſide the Criſs-Croſs-Row, and always 


hanging at the Girdle of a Girl. 


Vio. You have deſcrib'd him right. This Fop has 
my Lord Bellguard entic'd to accept his Siſter with no 
Fortune, but her Birth and Beauty, Now if you'll 
break the Match, you'll be to me the moſt amiable 
Creature in the World. 

Sur. Or the moſt damnable, if you jilt me. 

Vio. In earneſt of a farther Favour here's my hand. 

Sur. There's the Devil in it. This transforming my 
Shape, I am growing a Woman's Aſs, 1 feel the Ears 
prick out 0* my Skin already; and I muſt hoof it away 


with her Load of Folly upon my Back. Well, I am 


thy Ass at preſent, but if thou jilt me, 1 will be thy De- 
vil. (Exit.) 

Vio. Tis the fitteſt Office ſor thee; thou art ſo like 
one already, you may paſs for Twins. Now Mr. Fare- 
wel let's go in and laugh. (Exeunt.) 


S CEN E LordBellgaurd's Houſe, 


Enter Hot- head and Teſtimony. | 
* He ſhall not ſpeak with her, I don't approye 
of it. 4 
Hot. You approve, Sirrah? whatha' you to do? 
Teſt. I have Authority. 
Hot. Lou Authority ? 


Teſt. 


"> 
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Teſt. Yes, from my Lor. 

Hot. You had it then out of his Kitchen, Sirrah; the 
Beef o' the Nation breeds all the Maggots in the Peoples 
heads, I am ſometimes tempted to throw down their 
Porridge-pots, and ſpill the Divine Right of Presbytery. 
In ſhort, my Lord is a Man of Honour, and you haye 
bely'd him, Sirrah. | 

Teſt. It is well known 1 make a Conſcience. 

Hot. Ay, you Rogues making o Conſciences is 4 
great Trade among your Party, and you deſerve to loſe 
your Ears for it, 

Teft. 1 mean I keep a Conſcience. 

Hot, Ye'ave reaſon, Sitrah, it keeps you; but that 
an honeſt Lord ſhou'd give Money for 2 Rogue's falſe 
Conſcience.———Oons ! —— 

Teſt. Well, but don't ſwear, 

Hot. Sirrah, who ſwears ? 

Teſt. De'e hear: don't ſwear, I ſay. 

Hot, Oons ! Sirrah, don't preach to me. 

Teſt. Don't ſwear then. | 

Hor. Sirrah, if you preach to me, I'll cut your Pate, 

Teſt. Had I a Sword 'twere more than you cou d do. 

Hot. How now, Sirrah? (takes Teſt. by the Throat.) 

Tefl, Nay but don't throttle me, don't Godfrey me. 

Enter Aunt. 

Aunt. What's the noiſe 3 what's the rudeneſs, Couſin 
Hot-head: you a Gentleman, and make a Bear-Garden, 
of a Perſon of Honour's houſe ? | 

Hor. Better make a Bear- Garden of it than a Conventi- 
cle; here's a Fanatick Rogue ordain'd ruling Elder o' th' 
Family by my Lord, as the Rogue ſays; ſo he under. 
takes to govern and preach, 

Au, And you undertake to govern and correct ? Cou- 
ſin, no body governs here but I; if he had committed 
Faults, you ſhou'd have brought him before me. | 

Hot. Oh! you'd have him enter'd into your Office ? 

Au, What do you mean? obſcenely ? 2 are con- 
fident; you are the firſt Gentleman that offer'd to ſay a 
wanton thing to me. 

Hot. To your great ſorrow. Laſide. 


Enter 
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| | Enter Leonora. | 
Teo. What's the Quarrel here? 
Hot. There's a Taylor wou'd-fain ſpeak with you. 
Teo. All this Noiſe to introduce a Taylor? ' _ 

Hor, He can't get thro* this Fellow's narrow Conſci 
ence ; yet there's room for a whole Commonwealth, 

Au, Call in the Taylor; there muſt no Clothes be 
made without my Orders, that I may ſee them modeſt, 

Leo. A Taylor? Iorder'd no Taylor. 

— Enter Crack. 

Au. How now, Sir ? what are you? 

Cr. A Taylor, Madam. | 

Au. Who ſent you? 1 know you not. 

Cr. Your own Taylor, Mr. Stitch, Madam. 

Au. How chanc'd he came not himſelf ? 

Cr. He's ſick, Madam. | | 

Au. And can you work well, for we are very hard 
to pleaſe ; there's ſcarce a Taylor in Town can make 
me endure to ſee myſelf, 

Leo. The Fault lies in Fifty —, (aſide. 

Cr. Indeed, Madam. 1 muſt needs ſay, my Coun- 
trymen are not the beſt Taylors in the World. This is 
a fine Nation, and all ſpoil'd by the Taylors. Hea- 
ven makes Women Angels, and Taylors make 'em 
Hedgehogs ; *tis a ſad Sight to ſee em; now I'll make 
an Angel of a crooked Pin. 

A. Where did you learn your Skill? 

Cr. In France, Madam. 

Teſt. In France! then, Friend, I believe you are 2 
Papiſt, 

For. Sirrah, I'll believe you are a Presbyterian, 


. Teſt. Friend, if you be a Papiſt, 1'll ha' you before 


a Juſtice, 
Hot. Sirrah, if you be a Presbyterian, I'll kick you 
down Stairs. | 

Teſt. What are you, Friend ? 

Hot. Ay, what are you, Sirrah ? 

Cr. What am 1? why, I'm a Taylor, I think the 
Men are mad. | 


Au. In- 
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Au. Intolerable; Mr. Teftimony, pray leave us, and 
Couſin Hot-head, 1 ſhall deſire the — of you, unleſs 
you'll behave your (elf like a Gentleman. R 
Hot, I will behave myſelf like à Gentleman, for III 
know of my Lord when he comes home, if he has given 
this Rogue Authority over me; if he has, 1'll demand 
Satisfaction of him; if he be innocent, woe be to your 
Prick-ears, Sirrah. (Exit Hot.) 
Tieſt. 1 fear you not. 
Au. Mr. Teſtimony, 1 once more deſire you'll give us 
Liberty. | oh 
Teſt. Yes, Forſooth, I dare truſt the young Gentle- 
woman with you, Forfooth you are a grave —— 
Gentlewoman, and in Years »— Forſooth 
AA In years, rude Clown, 
Teſt. And truly ſhe's a very ſweet Woman, and de- 
ſerves to have great Care taken of her, 
Leo, Well, Sir, we'll excuſe the Care at this time — 
Teſt, Pretty Woman, —— (aſide) 
Leo. Pray leave us, =— 
Teſt. Sweet Woman —— I profeſs ſhe's ſtrangely 
. alluring, I had beſt retire, leſt I fall into Frailty, and 
be diſcover'd. (aſide.) 
Cr. Now, Madam, before I take meaſure of you, 
I'll ſhew you ſome Patterns pleaſe you to look 
upon ſome, Madam, you have Judgment.—(zo t he Aunt, 
Au. Let me ſee. | a 
cr. To you, Madam, I wou'd recommend this 
Piece, 
Leo. Mr. Farewel's Picture? oh! I Sirrah ! now 1 
gueſs thee — my Dear — Dear — ( kiſſes the Picture. 
cr. Have a care o' your Aunt, Madam I have a 
Letter too. — j 
Leo. Give it me — quick —— quick — 
Au. Theſe are pretty Silks. 
cr. The beſt in France, Madam. 
Where's my Siſter ? (Bellguard within. 
Leo. My Brother? I hope he does not knoy thee, 
Cr. No, if he does, I'm a dead Man, | 


Leo, 
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Teo. Halt thou no Diſguiſe, for fear he ſhould ? 
Cr. Only this great Pair of Spectacles. | 
e᷑!uter Lord Bellguard. 
Bell. What Fellow's this? 
Les, A Taylor. 
Bell. Not your Taylor? £ | 
Au, No, he's ſick, and ſent this Fellow in his Room. 
Bell. How comes ſuch a young Fellow to wear Spec- 


tacles ? 234 | 
Cr. Young, my Lord ? I'm above Five and Fifty, 


Bell. Thou bear'ſt thy Age well. 
Cr. Ay, every where but in my Eyes, I thank Hea- 


ven. 
Bell. This Fellow may be a Bawd, for ought I know, 
I'll watch him, (Exit) 
" Aunt views the Patterns, Bell. flands behind his 
Sifter, and watches Crack, Crack mean while puts 
his Meaſure before, and delivers her a Letter. 
Cr. Well, Madam, I perceive your Ladyſhip likes the 
Pattern 1 ſhew'd you firſt. 
Leo. I have ſeen the whole Piece. 
Cr. And your Ladyſhip likes it ? 


Leo, Oh! very well. 
cr. I'll aſſure you, Madam, you'll like it mightily 


when 'tis upon you, and you havea ſweet Body, to 
„Work for. I do not doubt, Madam, but to get a great 
deal o' Credit, anda great deal o' Cuſtom, b you a- 
mong the Ladies, as ſoon as ever they ſee my Works. 
Leo, Well let's ſee your Work, and I'll fay ſome- 
thing, 
| 2 That you ſhall, and ſpeedily, Madam, 1'l! bring 
you home as ſweet a Piece o' Work as ever you had in 
our Life, You'll look upon the Pattern I ſhew'd you 


alt ? 

Leo. Yes. 
Cr. That's for the Inſide; do you like much Bombaſt, 
Madam? | 

Leo. No 


Cr, Well, Madam ——T ha" taken a Survey o' your 


fine Body —— now you ſhall be pleas'd according to 
your 
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your own Heart's Deſire your Servant, Madam — 
Exit. 
Bell, Well, Siſter prepare to receive a vil — 
Sir Courley Nice, this Afternoon. 


Au. Oh dear! then 1 muſt dreſs. He's a great Cri- 


tick, (Exir.) 
Leo. She deſigns him for herſelf, wou'd ſhe cou'd get 
him. (aſode.) 


Bell. Sir Courtly and I have agreed; pray give him 
your Promiſe. 

Leo. So ſoon ? 'twill be fulſome, he's abſtemious, 

Bell, Therefore take him whilſt he has an Edge. 

Leo. You us'd to deſpiſe Fools, how chance' you mar- 
ry amongſt 'em ? 

Bell, Becauſe none but Fools will marry. Wits are 
but few, and commonly poor? Fools are numerous and 
rich, Fortune is as fond of thoſe Bits of Men, as Bigots 
are of Reliques; wraps 'em in Silver, 

Leo. Better they were bury'd. A Fool in a Coach is 
like a Knave in a Pillory, the Object of publick Deriſion. 

Bell. Oh ! there are few to deride 'em, many to 
admire em; ſo many, I have oft admired how one 
Apple 
77% ſuch Diſeaſes in old Adam breed, 

That from his Loins not Men, but Worms proceed. 
(Exeunt omnes.) 


Ae II. 
SCENE, Covem Garden Square. 


Enter Farewell and Crack, meeting. 


Fa. H! the News! the News! art thou an Angel 


or a Devil? bring'lt thou Joys or Tor- 
ments ? 


Cr. Joys! Joys! Joys! 
Fa. Angel! Angel! Angel! 
Ys D Cr, In 
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Cr. In the firſt Place I deliyer'd your Picture. 

Fa. Rare. 

Cr. And ſne kiſſed it. 

Fa. Kiſſed it? 

Cr. Sweetly, wantonly, laſciviouſſy. She ſet me ſoon 
n fire, I kiſs'd all the Wenches as I came along, and 
made their moiſt Lips fia again. 

Fa. Oh! Rogue! Rouge! delicious Rogue. 

Cr. Then I deliver'd the Letter, and before her Bro- 
ther's Face. | | 

Fa. Before his Face? ha! ha! ha! 

Cr. Prepare this Night to be the happieſt of Mortals. 
Give me ſome more Money. 

Fa, Money : I'll ſell my Land rather than thou ſhalt 
want. That one Inheritance will purchaſe me two, 
one in Loye, and another in laughing at this Politick 
Rrother. | 

Cr, No, no, Inheritances as for laughing, I believe 
you will have an Annuity for Life; but for Love, you'll 
only have a Leaſe for three or four Years. 

Fa. Pleaſant Rogue ! here's Money. 
Cr. So, ſo, I wiſh you Joy, I wiſh you Joy. (Exir.) 

Fa. See Surly going to my Rival; my Affair thrives 
admirably, | (Exit.) 

Enter Surly. Knocks, enter a Seruant. 

Sur. Is Nice within? 

Ser. Nice, Sir? 
Sur. Ay, Nic, Sir; is not your Maſter's Name Nice? 

Ser. Tis Sir Courtly Nige. | 

Sur. Well, Sir, if I have a mind to clip half his 


Name, tis not Treaſon, is it Sirrah ? 


Ser. I believe not, Sir, 

Sur. Then get you in, and tell your Maſter I'd ſpeak 
with him. | 

Ser. What forto' domineering Man is this ? 


' SCENE, 2 Chamber. 


Sir Courtly Nice dreſſing, Men and Women ſinging to him. 


Sir Co. Very fine! extremely fine. Gentlemen and 
Ladies, will you do me the Fayour to walk in, and ac- 
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cept of a ſmall Collation? I'm in ſome haſte to dreſs 
upon an extraordinary Occaſion, You'll pardon me ? 
your very humble Servant. (Exit Muſick.) 

Ser. Very fine. 

Sir Co. You Sot, twas barbarous. 

Ser. Your Honour ſaid 'twas very fine. 

Sir Co. You Clown, don't you know what belongs to a 
Gentleman? Complaiſance is the very thing of a Gentle» 
man, the thing that ſhews a Gentleman. Wherever 1 
go, all the World cries that's a Gentleman, my life on't, 
a Gentleman; and when ye'ave ſaid a Gentleman, you 
have ſaid all. | «- 

Ser, Is there nothing elſe belongs to a Gentleman ? 

3 Co. Yes, Bon mien, fine Hands, a Mouth well fur- 
Dilh'd — * y 410; 

Ser. With fine Language 
Sir Co. Fine Teeth, you ſot; fine Language belongs 
to Pedants and poor Fellows that live by their Wits, 
Men of Quality are above Wit; 'tis true, for our Di- 
verſion ſometimes we write, but we ne'er regard Wit. 
I write, but I never writ any Wit. 

Ser, Howthen ? 

Sir Co, I write like a Gentleman, foft and eaſy. 

Ser. Does your Honour write any Plays? 

Sir Co. No, that's Mechanick z I beſtow ſome Gar- 
niture on Plays, as a Song or Prologue. 

Ser. Then your Honour is only a Haberdaſher 
ſmall Wares ? | 

Sir Co. A Haberdaſher, you ſaucy Raſcal ? 

Enter a Servant. 

2 Ser. Here's one Mr. Surly to viſit your Honour, 

Sir Co. Surly, what the Devil brings him hither ? 

2 Ser, He has been walking about the Rooms this 
quarter of an Hour, and wou'd not let me bring him in, 
till he had foul'd 'em all with his dirty Shoes. 

Sir Co. A nauſeous, beaſtly Sloven, Clown, Fool, 
Sot. | 

Enter Surly, 

Dear Mr. Surly, your moſt humble Servant. 

(Sir Co. bows to receive him. 
D 2 Sur. 
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Sur. What are you unbu——buckling my Shoe 
(Sur. is drunk, flammers and belches. ) 
Sir Co. Dear Mr. Surly — he ſtinks borribly — 
__ (afide,) 

How came I to enjoy —a very Polecat— (afide.) 

This great Happineſs ? — Pox! foh! you and I 
have been long piquee, and I'm amaz'd to ſee you at my 
Levee. | (aſide.) 

Sur, I begin to think thou art a good honeſt Fellow, 
and have a mind we ſhou'd no longer be two lo—lo 
Loggerheads, but one. 

Sir Co, Dear Sir, you are always ſo diverting; Well, 
Sir, ſhall I beg a Favour of you? | 
Sur. What's that? | ; 

Sir Co. Leave to dreſs before you, Sir, I am to meet 
ſome fine Women to Day, one preſently. | 

Sur, Prithee dreſs, and be damn'd ſnall we di — 
dine together ? | 

Sir Co. Yes, Sir, I ſuppoſe, and ſup too ——— 

Sur. That's kind ; well, when ? 

Sir Co. About Five a' Clock, Sir. 

Sur. Where ? 

Sir Co. In the King's Box, Sir. 

Sur. Muſt you and I dine in the King's Box? 

Sir Co. Oh! deareſt ! I beg your Pardon Ten thou- 
ſand times; I thought you ask'd me where I ſhould meet 
the Lady. 

Sur, Pox o' the Lady; I ask where we ſhall dine? 

Sir Co, Really, Sir, I don't know, I can't put my 
Head into one o' your beaſtly Eating-Houſes, nor ſwal- 
low the filthy Meat you eat there, if you would give me 
One hundred Pound, | | 

Sur. Filthy Meat? Sir, I eat as good Meat as you do. 

Sir Co. Oh! dear Mr. Surly, no doubt the Meat, in 
its own nature, may be very innocent ; but when once 
it has committed Familiarity with the beaftly Fiſts of 
Cooks and Butchers, tis to me an unpardonable Sin- 
ner. My Butcher cuts up all his Meat with a Fork. 

Sur. Does he cut up an Ox with a Fork ? 

Sir Co. Ay, and he cuts up an Ox as neatly as a Lady 
does a Partridge. Sur. 
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Sur. Well, then I'll accept o' thy Dinner. 

Sir Co. Dear Sir, your moſt humble Servant; pox 
on him, (aſide.) I wiſh 1 be capable o' the great Hap- 
pineſs;. for | came but laſt Night from my Country- 
Houſe, and I queſtion whether I have all things in Order 
or no, Who's there? Are all things brought from m 
Country-Houſe ? | 

Ser. No, Sir, your Butler has forgot your Salt. 

Sir Co, Left my Salt, careleſs Raſcal; let him take 
Horſe immediately, b 

Ser. Sir, he's rid Poſt for it. 

Sur. Rid Poſt for Salt? whither ? 

Sir Co. To my re- 2 N. 

Sur. How far's that off. 

Sir Co. But a little way, not above forty Miles. 

Sur. Send forty Miles out o“. London for Salt! Is there 
not Salt enough in London for you? 

Sir Co. Ay, Stuff pawm'd by Butlers and Waiters ; 
they take up the Wenches Coats, then handle the 
Salt. 

Sur. Here's x Rogue —— (aſide.) well, come let's 


drink a Glaſs o' Wine then. 


Sir Co. Oh! dear Mr. Surly, if you name Wine, 
you make me throw up my Soul ; I haye abhorr'd 
Wine ever ſince 1 was in France, and ſaw what barba- 
rous Education they gave that generous Creature. Duce 
take me, Sir, if the Clowns don't preſs all the Grapes 
with their filthy naked Feet. Oh! beaſtly, naſty Dogs! 
no wonder we are poiſon'd with their Wine. 

Sur. Prithee, what of that ?_the Wine purges before 
it comes over. | | 

Sir Co, Oh! Lord, Mr. Surly, what a Phraſe is there! 
You'll pardon my Freedom, Sir ?—— 

Sur. Moſt civil Coxcomb, (aſide.) well, what muſt we 
drink, for drink 1 muſt ? | | 

Sir Co. I have ſeveral Drinks of my own compoſing. 
at your Service, as Mead, Cyder, Ale. —— | 

Sur. Ale, there's Sauce for a Woodcock ;, come let's 
taſte a Bottle. | 

D 2 b Sir- 
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Sir Co. Fetch 'a bottle; this Fellow will poiſon 


me (Aſide.) 


Sur. Well, I come to queſt a Fayour o' thee. 

Sir Co. Your moſt humble Servant, Sir, how de'e like 
this Cravat? 

Sur. What's that to my Buſineſs ? I come to make 2 
Requeſt to thee, Wy 

Sir Co. Tis well tied too with a great deal o' H . 

Sur. A Pox on thee, mind me. 

Sir Co. Your moſt humble Servant, Sir. 

Sur. I am going to make Love. 

Sir Co, Before you drink, Sir ? 

Sur, Before I drink, Sir——- 

Sir Co, Well, Sir, ſince you'll have it ſo, I'll wait on 
you down Stairs. | 

Sur. Is the Devil in the Fellow? 1 tell thee I am 
going to make Love. | 

Sir Co. Oh! Lord, Sir, I beg your Pardon a thou- 
ſand times. e 

Sur. And I come to beg thy Aſſiſtance. 

Sir Co. Oh! dear, Sir. - 

Sur. For thou haſt the Knack on't ; thou art the only 
Court-Card Women love to play with ? the very Pam 
at Lantereloo, the Knave that Nicks up all. | 
Sir Co, Oh! Sir, you are ſo obliging; — and ſtink- 
ing —-- Pox.take him -— ( aſide. ) 

Sur. And 'tis a very pretty Woman I'm in love with; 
my Lord Bellguard's Siſter Leonora; thou know'ſt her, 

Sir Co. The Rogue's my Rival, he was born for my 
Confuſion (aſide.) Ay, Sir, I have the Honour of ſome 
ſmall Acquaintance there. 

Sur. Prithee ſpeak for me. 

Sir Co. Oh! dear, Sir, you have a great Talent of 

your own. 
Sur. But thine's a better. One thing I am ſure thou 
may'ſt do, there's an abominable Fop makes Love to her, 
and, I am told, is to marry her ; prithee tell him, he's 
a Son of a Whore. | 

Sir Co. Really, Sir, I'm unfortunate; I ha* no man- 
ner o' Genius to that ſort o' Converſation, 

| Sur. 
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Sur. Say my Words. Tell him, if he proceeds, I Il 
not only libel him, but tweag him A Noſe, kick 
him, 3 him, and run him thro' the Guts. Prithee 
tell him this. a (hugs Sir Co, 

Sir Co, Oh! pray Sir give me Air. 

Sur. Prithee do. 

Sir Co. Sir, 1 am ready tO mms 

Sur. And thou wilt tell the Puppy this ? 

Sir Co. 1 will upon my Soul. 

Euter a Servant with Wins and Glaſſes. 

Sur. Then thou art an honeſt Fellow So, is the 
Drink come ? Fill a Glaſs. Why two Glaſſes ?} Do you 
think I cannot drink after your Maſter ? 


Sir Co,” Pox o' your Complement —— (aſide.) 
(Sur. lings away a Glaſs. 


Sur. Here Nice, my Miſtreſſes Health. 

Sir Co. What Miſery is this Beaſt impoſing on me? 
He coughs in the Glaſs too —— * (afide.) 

Sur. Pox on't, a whole Gulp went the wrong way ; 
Come, off with it, "tis my Mifireſſes Health. 


Sir Co. This Fellow's the Devil (aſide.) 


Sur. Off with it, Man. 

Sir Co. I never was ſo embarraſs'd ſince I was born. 

sur. Oons! Off with it. 

Sir Co. I muſt take the beaſtly Potion down, but I ſhall 
be moſt horrible ſick after it.— (drinks) 

Sar. So, now thou art an honeſt Fellow; now III 
kiſs thee, 

Sir Co. The Devil thou wilt? More Miſeries? (aſide.) 
Nay, but Mr. Surly. 

Sur. I ſwear I will. 
Sir Co. Nay but you'll diſorder me. 

Sur, I ſwear I will. | 

Sir Co. But, Sir, I'm going upon your Occaſions to 
your Miſtreſs. 

Sur, Nay, then I'll give thee two Kiſſes, one for my- 

ſelf, and another for her. 
Sir Cs, Oh! Hell. (aſide.) Nay, but Mr. Surly. 

Sur. I ſwear I will. (kiſſes him and belches.—) 
This Bottle Beer is damn'd windy — Weil, honeſt Nice, 
farewel to thee, (Exit.) Sir 


. 
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Sir Co. Who's there? I'm ſick to death — to death! 


lead me in — get my Bed ready — and a Bath 


and ſome Perfumes — I'm ſick to death —— 1'm dead. 
OE. (Eau.) 


SCENE Lord Bellgnard's Houſe. 


Enter Bell. with Farewel's Picture in his Hand. 

Bell. Thou Horrid Viſion ! Would 1 had met with 
the worſt Fiend in Hell, rather than thee ; in thee 
there is a Legion exciting me to Blood — Blood 
Who's there: 

Enter a Servant. 
Ser. My Lord —— 
Bell. My Coach— to Blood — Blood —— 
Enter Leonora and Aunt. 

Lev, To Blood? What means my Brother? 

Bell. Be gone. 

Leo, To whom do you ſpeak? 

Au. Bleſg us; Nephew, what ails you? 
hos Alas, my Lord, I fear you are a going to quar- 
rel. | 

Bell, Yes, I'm going to puniſh one who violates my 
| Father's, my Will, and calls my Mother Whore. 
Leo, What execrable Wretch is that ? 
Bell. Thyſclf. 


Leo, Me! 
Bell. Yes, what doſt thou elfe but proclaim our Mo- 


ther falſe, when ſhe conceived a Thing fo oppoſite to all 
our Father's Race as thou art? | 

Leo, In what? | 

Bell. In Infamy; when was there a Spot in our Name, 
till Heaven for our Sins ſent thee among us? And I am 
going to deftroy thee in thy lewd Undoer. 

Leo. I know of no Reproach in our Family but your 
Madneſs, deſtroy that. What are your Spies and Cox- 
combs, but ſo many Capital Letters, wherein you write 
over your Door, my Siſter is a wanton Woman, 

Bell, 'Tis Truth, you are not only a wanton, but a 
wicked Woman ; not only intrigue, but with the Enemy 
of our Family, Farewwel. 

| Au. 
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Au. How Al 1 

Leo. I am d 2— 1 

Bell. Do You blaſh? 3 

Leo. At your Folly. 

Bell. Dare you deny it.? 

Lao. Who dare accuſe me? 

Bell. This Picture, which I found in your Chamber. 

As. Horrid Creature! — I ſhall ſwoon away. 

Leo, How ſhall I bring off this? (aſide.) All this Noiſe 
for a Picture? If you had found a little human Effigies in 


- Swadlingeclouts, there might ha! been ſome ſquawling. 


Au. Do you laugh at your Shame? 

Bell. She ſhall ha' nv cauſe. 

Leo. Do kill me, before you know whether he's guilty 
or no. | M41 
Bell. I'll know it from himſelf ; if he denies it, it will 


be ſome Revenge to male him ſtab his Soul with Lies; he 


ſhall ſwear not only that he never did, but never will ſend 


ſo much as an Imagination to you. | 
Leo. Do, if you wou'd force him hither, what Charm 


to a Man of Spirit like daring? 


Bell. She ſpeaks Senſe in that. (aſide.) 

Leo, If you wou'd be fighting, fight your own Jealouſy, 
which abuſes you worſe than Mr. Farewel can do, My 
Honour protects you from him; but neither Wit or Honour 
can guard you from the rude Inſolence of your Jealouſy, 
which is now ſending you of an Errand, a Footman o Spirit 
wou'd (corn, to proclaim the Diſhonourof your own Siſter. 
Fie! fie! | 

Bell. And ſo I muſt ſit down tamely with this Abuſe ? 

Leo. You are not abus'd, the Picture was found at Church. 

Au. At Church? Do you intrigue at Church ? 

Bell. They do nothing elſe, the Church is almoſt as 


bad as the Porch. 


on't; it provokes my Fleſh to ſee how the youn 
fling their Eyes about. 
Leo. And not upon her. ——— (aſide.) 
As, But 'tis no marvel, when Women will encourage 
'em. No Fellows dare gape upon me, becauſe 1 never 
encourage Fellows. , Loo, 


Au. Nay there's ſhameful Doings, that's the Tue 
en 
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Leo, A Face of Fifty is ſmall Encouragement. (affde.) 
Bell. Nay, no wonder the Devil's Cauſe thrives, he 

has a numerous Clergy ; Heaven has but one Miniſter in 

the Church, and whilſt he is preaching Divinity, the De- 

vil has a thouſand of both Sexes, by all the Oratory of 

Looks and Dreſſes, preaching Fornication and Adultery. 
Au. Too true; well, ſhe's certainly undone. I dare 

not examine her Breaſts, if there ſhou'd'be any thing in 

em I ſhou'd die. VERT "4 
Leo. In my Breafts? | 1 
Au. Ay, Gentlewoman, do you think I regard your 

flim flam Story o' the Church! $64» oat 

Teo. Tis not my Story, my Woman found it in Weſt- 

minſter-Abbey at Prayers, and I knowing what work 

wou'd be made with it, commanded her to burn it, and 
ſhe has dar'd to diſobey me. " | 

" Wom. Indeed, Madam, I thought to have preſented 

it to a Friend o' mine, and laying it out o' my Hand 

unfortunately in your Honour's Chamber, my Lord 
found it. | 

Bell. Oh! how nimble fhe takes the Lie at the firſt 

rebound ? | 
Au. Out upon you, I'm extreme ſick — lead me in 

— not you —— you are not fit to touch a Woman o 

my Virtue. Theſe Things have ſtrange Impreſſion up- 

on me. (Exit.) | 
Leo. That you don't ſhare in em (aſide.) 
Bell. Pray, Siſter, go out o' my Sight, you are an 

Horror to me. | | 
Teo, Your own Dreams are, Ye are as mad as a Pro- 

phet; you have always before your Eyes a Viſton of 

Horns and Whores, ON 
Bell. All this goes upon the Score of Farewel's Heart's 

Blood if he be guilty 3 III make Enquiry preſently, and 

ſearch at what Gap this Treachery entred. | 
Leo, Oh! unfortunate Negligence ! (aſide.) (Exit.) 


Enter Hot-Head. 
Bell, Who's there, Couſin Hothead, Teſtimony /! 
Hot, Oh! are you here ? 


Bell, 
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Bell. Ay, to your Sorrow, if you have play'd me falſe. 

Hot. You ha' ſerv'd me finely. | 

Bell. Do you firſt complain ? 

Hot. Coupled me with a Dog ? 

Bell. But you ha' coupled my Siſter, Sir. 

Hot, With a Fanatick Rogue. 181 400 

Bell, No — with a finer Gentleman. Who brought 
this Picture? | 

Hot. The common Fire-fork of Rebellion. 


Bell. A Fire-fork, —Fork me no Forks —— Who 


brought this Picture? 
Hot, The rotten Rump ſhou'd ha' been burnt =—— 
when 'twas only roaſted. 
: Bell. The rotten Rump — Anſwer me, or I'll fight 
thee. 
Hot. Anſwer you what? 
Bell. Who brought this Picture? I found it in my 
Siſter's Chamber, | 
Hor. Then your Fanatick Rogue convey'd it thither 
to make me ſuſpected, out of his Malice to the Com- 
mon-Prayer , I'll cut the Rogue to pieces, 
Enter Teſtimony with a great Sword by his ſides 
Bell. Teſtimony. 
Teſt. I am here. 
Bell. How now, {worded ? 
Teſt, To preſerve my Life ; my Life is threatned by 
that bloody Papiſt. | 
Hot. How, Sirrah, dare you think of ſighting me? 
Teſt. Yes, and hope to do it thro' Providence, 
Bell, Drawing before me? 
| (Hot. and Teſt. offer to draw.) 
Hot. Will you protect a Fanatick ? I ſee what you 
are, 
Well, Sirrah, tho I may not cut your Throat, 11 
choak you, Sirrah. | 
Teſt. De'e hear the bloody Papiſt? he'll throttle me. 
Hot. Sirrah, I'll cram the Oaths of Allegiance and 
Supremacy into you, and they'll tick in your Throat, 
tho Treaſon won't, and ſo I'll to a Juſtice preſently, 
| (Exit.) 
Bell. 
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Bell. And ftay with him, and never plague me more. 
Now, Sir, do you reſolve my Queſtion. 

Teft. I do reſolve I will not take the Oaths. 

Bell. I do not ask you about the Oaths. 

Tefi. Why, if you ask me ten thouſand times, I will 
not take the Oaths. | 
Bell. Did one ever ſee ſuch a Coxcomb ? 

Teſt, Call me what you pleaſe, I will not take the 
Oaths —So do your worſt, (Exit.) 

Bell, A very fine Account of my Buſineſs ! 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. My Lord, a Gentleman deſires to ſpeak with your 
Honour. | a 

Bell. I'm not to be ſpoke with, I'm abroad my 
Soul is — in the Heart of Farewsl, ripping it up for this 
Secret, What Gentleman ? ; 

Ser. One from th' Za/i-Indies, my Lord, be brings a 
Letter from your Uncle Rich. | | | 

+ Bell, He comes in a Storm; he will find worſe Wea- 
ther here than any he met at Sea. But I'l] endeayour to 
compoſe myſelf = admit bim | 

Enter a Man dreſi'd like a Merchant. 

Man, My Lord, your Lordſhip's moſt humble Servant, 
1 perceive your Lordſhip has forgot me; you will know 
me better when I acquaint you who I am. My Father 
had the Honour of being a Retainer to your Lordſhip's Fa- 
ther, of honourable Memory, and ſent me ſome Years 
ſince to the Eaſt-Indies,. in the Service of your noble Un- 
cle, Mr. Rich, My Name is Wayrewel, * 

gell. Oh! Mr. Wayteivel, Lam glad to ſee you; truly 
you are ſo chang'd, if you had not told me who you was, 
I ſhou'd never ha' known you. 

Man. I believe ſo, my Lord = for I'm ſure you ne- 
ver ſaw my Face before, but the Picture of it you have 
— for Waytewel was my Picture. (aſide.) Time and 
Travels will alter a Man, but truly 1 have loſt nothing 
by my Travels but my Countenance, and in the room 
have gotten what's better, a convenient ſmall Compe- 
_ tency of ſome ſeven or eight thouſand Pound, Heaven 
and your Uncle's Loye be praiſed, 1 haye brought 
4 9 2 your 
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your Lordſhip ſome Letters from your noble Un.le, aad 
a ſmall Preſen: of ſome threeſcote thouſand Puund, 

Bell, How ? 1 

Man. Only the Trouble of it, my Lor. Your Un- 
cle contracted in th" Indies an intimate Friend{hip with 
Sir Nicholas Calico, Preſident for the EAHt- India Compa- 
ny. Sir Nicholas died, and left moſt Part of his Eſtate 
(which was near a hundred thouſand Pound) to his on! 
Son Sir Thomas. But poor Sir Thomas happen'd in his 
Father's Life-time to fall into a Diſtemper which gave 
him a ſcurvy Flaw in his Brain, that Sir Nicholas left him 
and all Eis Eſtate to your Uncle's Guar ſianſnip. Now 
your noble Uncle perceiving his Affairs like to detain him 
many years in th' Indies, and fearing if he ſhou'd die, 
poor Sir Thomas might be cheated of a'l, he has, like a 
worthy and honeſt Gentleman ſent Sr Thomas and all 
his Eſtate to your Lordſhip's Care, as theſe Letters will 
teſtify. I ſuppoſe ? po Lordſhip is well acquainted with 
your Uncle's Hand and Seal. : 

Bell. I am, and this is his Hand and Seal; reads 
um — um — um — to preſerve him from being cheat- 
ed here, or be2g'd in England, I take the Boldneſs to 
recommend him to the Care of ſo noble a Perfon as 
your Lordſhip— um—um—um— Well, Sir, the Lettet 
expreſſes what you told me — Where is the Gentle» 
man? a 

Man. I brought him along with me, he's in the next 
Room, mv Lord. Poor Gentleman, he has the oddet 
Phraſes and Ways with him; he wil needs be attended 
like a great Indian Mandarine, or Lord, and hag 
brought with him ſeveral Samite: and Bantamers, that 
ſerve him as his Slaves, in the ridiculous Dreſſes and 
Modes of their own Countries; we had ſuch a gaping 
Rabble after us as we came along. 

Fell. Pray call him in, 1 long to ſee him —— 

Man. — Sir Thomas — pray come to my Lord, 
Enter Crack ridiculouſly dreſs'd, attended by Men in ths 

Habits of Siamites and Bantamers, 
Cr. Which is the Peer? 
Man, This is my Lord, 
E g. 
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Cr. Great Peer, your extreme humble Servant. 

Bell. Vour Servant Sir, you are recommended to me 
by my Uncle. | 

Cr. I know it, my Lord, and am moſt incomparably 
oblig'd to him — he is a Perſon, my Lord, that, as to 
the Altitudes of Friendſhip, and the molt glorious Cir- 
cumſtances of a ſingular Perſon, is not to be caſt up by 


the Logarithms of Oratory, nor his Latitude to be taken 


by the Quadrangle of Circumlocution, | 

Bell. So I find 1 ſhall ha' ſtore 0' Nonſenſe, 
Cr. My Lord, I'm a Perſon that, as to the Circum- 
ftances of Money, am not indifferently contemptible; 
and as to the Circumſtances of Honour, I am by Profeſ- 
ſion a Merchant, by Generation a Knight; Sir Nicholas 
Calico applying his Perſon to my Mother, was the Author 
of, Sir, your humble Servant. 

Bell. So the Letter ſays, 

Cr. The Letter contains Verity. 

Bell. Pox, I ſhall be teaz'd. 

Cr. One thing more, Sir, I'm a Perſon that, as to 

our Underſtanding, am under the Circumſtances of 
Witchcraft; 1 loy'd in th' Indies a fair Chriſtian Curio- 
ſity, and a nauſeous Indian Baggage had a mind to ap- 
ply to my Perſon her tawny Circumſtances , and finding 
ſhe cou'd not obtain her Ambition, applies herſelf to an 
Indian Bawd, and bewitches me. 

Bell. Pſhaw ! Bewitch ! What ſtuff's here? [aſide.] 

Cr. Bewitches me, Sir; what follows thereupon ? a 
Loathing in me of Females ? I abhor Women, fall into 
Agonies whenl ſee Women. Pray let meſee no Women. 

Bell, You ſhall not, Sir. | 

Cr. Pray, my Lord, no Women, 

Bell. I'll warrant you, Sir, BE 

Cr. But as much at Supper as you pleaſe, my Lord. 

Bell. You ſhall, Sir, 

Cr. You are highly civiliz d. 

Man. I told your Honour he had ſuch odd Ways. 
Well, my Lord, as ſoon as the Ship is come up the Ri- 
ver, which will be in few Days, I'll bring the Captain 
to wait upon your Lordſhip, with the Account of Sir 

| Th!mas 
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Thomas his Eſtate aboard, which will amouut to forty 
thouſand Pound, beſides ten thouſand Pound he has 
brought aſhore in rough Diamonds, fo, my Lord, your 
yery humble Servant; Sir Thomas, your Seryant, I leave 
you in good Hands, 

Cr, Your Servant, Sir 

Bell. I'm order Things for you. I muſt diſpoſe of this 
Man quickly, for l'm horribly weary of him, and alſo 
impatient to go about my Affairs. 

Leo, Tis he — I'm ſure "tis he —_ 

Bell, How now, Siſter ? what's your Buſineſs here ? 

Leo. Staring at tl;is ſtrange ſort o“ Man, 

Bell. You were no Woman elſe =— pray get from 
him ſpeedily, 

Leo. You are not jealous of a mad Man ſure ? He's 
mad, is he not? 

Bell. Yes, and impertinently brings me Vexation too 
from the Indies, at a time whenI've enough at home, as 
every Man has that keeps a Woman, Pray get from him, 
he hates to ſee Women, Exit. 

Leo. Hates. to fee Women? Ha! ha! Sir Thomas 
Calico, your humble Servant, you are welcome from the 
Indies, but have a care of being diſcoyer'1, leſt you be 
under the Circumſtances of a Cudgel. 

Cr. Truly, Madam, I expect to have ſomething ſtick 
by my Ribs preſently, that is to ſay, a good Supper, 
which I haveorder'd ; my Lord and will ſup together, 
and you and Mr, Faretwel, | 

Leo, We ſup together? Where? In the Grave? A 
fatal Accident has happened will bring us both thither, 
my Brother has found Mr, Farewe!'s Picture in my Cham- 
ber, | 

Cr. He ſhall not keep it, he ſhall deliver both Picture 
and Jealouſy, 

Leo. Then thou art a Maſter. I told him my Woman 
found it in Weſlminfler- Abhy, may be thou mayſt make 
ſomething out o“ that. 

Cr. Stav, let me conſider, Weſlminfler Abby, or the 
Abby of Weſiminſter — um — um let me alone — be 
gone — he comes. [Exit Leo.] 

E 2 2 
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Enter Bell. 

Bell. Come, Sir, let me wait on you to your Chamber. 
' Cr, Hold, my Lord, a word; I have Buſineſs of 
great conſequence z 1 muſt humbly apply to your Un- 
derſanding. 

Bell. So 1 muſt be hindred with more Nonſenſe, 

[aſede.) 

Cr, I've in the Indies a delicate Piece of my Father's 
= 1 beg your Lordſhip to adviſe me in the Diſpo- 
lai, : 

Bell. Ob! diſpoſe it how you pleaſe, Sir, 

Cr. *Tis a Siſter I mean, Sir, 

Bell. Oh! that's ſomething, 

Cr. She's ſweet and ſlender as a Clove, and is worth 
two Millions o' Coxcombs three bundred of 'em 
cc mes to three Farthings, dis a Chineſe Money ; this 
Money makes ber much ſought in Marriage; the great 
Hebbommoccees 0? the Indies comes galloping upon Ele- 
phants, Camels, Rhinoceros's and Oxen to ſee her, 
Now my Father was urder Circumſtances of great Obli- 
gation to a Gentleman in Fxgland, and out o' Gratitude 


10 him, order'd me on his Death-bed to beſtow my 


Siſter on his Son and Heir, if his Actions have any ſort 
o* Smile in 'em to his incompatible Father, which is the 
very. Pray reſolve it. 
Bell. Firſt let me know the Gentleman, 
Cr. You ſhall, lil give you a Map of his Face, a 
Picture contain'd in my Pocket — Ha! I ba' loſt it, 
— I ha' loſt it — Sf 
Dell. Tell me his Name, Sir. 
Cr. I ha' dropt it out of my Pocket. 
Bell. I, but his Name. 
Cr. I ha' dropt it out o* my Pocket. 
Bell. Ha' you dropt his Name out o your Pocket? 
His Name, Sir? 
cr. Oh! bis Name, 1'Il tell you both his Name and 
Cogname; his Name is Andrew, his Cogname Farewe!. 
Bell. Farewel? What comes into my Head? Sir, 
can't you gueſs where you might loſe this Picture? 
Cr. A Gueſs may be obtain'd —— by the Prayers of 
Mariners — Boll. 
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Bell. No other way ? thoſe I ſeldom hear of —— 

Cr. — I was drawn down — ſtay, let me ſee 
Remembrance begins to be idle — Has London no 
Place in the Weſt } 
Bell. Ay, no doubt. 

Cr. Ay, but ſomething very Weſt ? ſomething call'd 


Weſt? 


Bell. Yes — there's Weſt-Smithfield. 

cr. That's not the Appellative. Is there no Monſter 
in the Weſt call'd Meſt monſter? 

Bell. Weſtminſler | believe you mean. 

Cr. Yeave nick'd it; to Weſiminſter I rode, to be- 
hold the glorious Circumſtances o' the Dead; and di- 
ving into my Pocket, to preſent the Repreſenter with a 
Gratification, I am fully confirm'd I then loſt it; for my 
Eyes and the Picture had never any Rencounter ſince. 

Bell, This exactly agrees with my Siſter's Story; what 
a prodigi.us thing is this! A Diſcovery o' my Siſter's 
Innocence ſent to me from th' Indies in a Heap o' Non- 
ſenſe, and in ſo critical a Minute; excellent Provi- 
dence ! 

Cr. What's. an excellent Providence, Sir, that I ha? 
loſt my Picture ? 

Bell. No, Sir, that I ha' found your Picture. 

Cr. Found my Picture ? 

Bell. Ay, Sir, *twas found by a Friend o' mine in 


Weſftminſler-Abby there it is. 


Cr, Oh! my Picture ! — my Picture! — my 
Picture — 5 

Bell. Oh! my eas'd Heart! 

Cr. Oh! wy Picture! my Picture! my pretty Pis- 
ture! 

My Lord, I mutt requite this Favour, open that Caſ- 
ket, and give my Lord a Handful of Diamonds. 

Bell, A Haniful of Diamonds? 

Cr. Ay, my Lord, I beg your Padon-for the Incon- 
ſide rableneſs o' the Preſent, 

Bell, Inconfſiderableneſs! What a Market wou'd 
ſome make o' this Man ? — Put up your Diamonds, 

Cr, By no mcans, my Lord, 


E 3 Bell. 


my 
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Bell; Put em up, Sir, or you'll diſoblige me. 

Cr. You overwhelm me with Favours, I wiſh 1 had 

ou at my Houſe in Bantam. | | 

Bell, I thank you, Sir, we are better where we are. 

Cr. My Lord, you put me under the Circumſtance 0? 
bluſhing 

Bell. Pray let me put you into a Chamber to reſt 
yourſelf. 

Cr. Reſt is good =— yours humbly —— 

Bell, Yours as humbly — What a Fire did J kindle 
in my Houſe, to clear the Air of a Peſtilence, was not 
in it! My Siſter and Family are innocent, But what a 

fantaſtick thing is Womens Honour! 
Whilſt ſhe enjoys it tis not ſeen or known, 
And yet when loſt ſhe's utterly undue. 
| (Exeunt omnes.) 


— 


e. 
THE SCE N E continues. 


Enter Violante and Leonora laughing. 


Pio. A! ba! ha! what an excellent Fellow is 
| this ! what Engines he has in his Head, not 
only to wind himſelf into my Lord's Houſe, but ibe 


Picture out of his Hands, 

| Leo, He undertakes to bring Mr. Farewel hither to 
Night; if he engag'd to bring him in a Church with a 
Parſon to marry us, I wou'd not doubt it. 

Vio. Certainly my Lord muſt be in a moſt mortify d 
Humour; now is the time to ſcarify him, and take out 
his Worm. 

Io, Here he comes, now will I carry myſelf with all 
the Inſolence of a viriuous Woman. 

555 Euter Lord Bellguard. 

So, my Lord have your Slaves been gathering any 

more ſcattet d Smiles o' mine? What Loads o' that 
Gold- Sand have your Aſſes brought home ? FO 


* 
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Bell. They have heard all, now 1 am aſham'd to 
ſhew my Face. | 

Vio. Come, my Lord, wou'd you confine a Woman 
of Honour ? give her Liberty; Wou'd you corrupt her? 
confine her, 

Leo. Tis true, were la Wife to ſuch a Man, I ſhou'd 
abuſe him out o' Pride, and think myſelf not an ill, but 
a great Woman, ſince to puniſh is a Mark of Princely 

Dignity. | 

Bell, This I confeſs is the Engliſh Dialect, and when 
] talk of Governing Women, I talk of a thing not un- 
derſtood by our Nation. 1 admire how it came about, 
that we, who are of all Nations the moſt wiſe and free 
in other reſpects, ſhou'd be the only Slaves and Fools to 
Women, 

Vio. Oh! you're the wiſeſt of all Nations: you know, 
let Men do what they can, Women will do what they 
pleaſe ; and whereas other Nations by their Spies and 
Governantes are at great Toil and Charges to be Cuckolds, 
you have it for nothing. 

Leo, Come, Brother, do not dreſs me in a Fool's 
Coat, nor hang Spies about me like ſo many jingling. 
Bells, to give Notice of all my Motions ; 1 can count 
and know that one and one put ſhamefully together, 
are two lewd Fools, and not one happy Pair, as ill Wo. 
menre ckon and deceive themſelves, 

Bell. Siſter, I believe you virtuous, but I wou'd have yo 
not only be virtvous but thought ſo ; and truly a woman 
may be virzuous, but is ſeldom wiſe in Mens Company; 
her vain Honour will puther on new Conqueſts, and Wo- 
mens Conqueſts are pretty things, they o'ten end like thoſe 
of Highway-men, in a ſhameful Execution on their own 
Perſons, and yet all the Buſineſs of their Lives is muſter- 
ing up Forces; today the Beauty lies ambuſh'd in Un- 
drefſes, the Hair pinn'd up in Papers like Serpents coil'd, 
to fly on you with greater Force, the Garments are looſe, 
and flowing as the Sea, to ſhew a Penus is there; to- 
morrow (he's as regularly fortified as a low Country 
Town, and oft a Party of charming Looks ate ſent a- 


broad, to put all Spectators under a Contribution. 


ri. 


/ 
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Vio. Your Wife muſt not dreſs. 

Bell. Why ſhou'd ſhe? I think Womens Points and 
Embroideries but ſo many Billet-deux in Needle-work. 

Vio. She muſt not go abroad, or fee a Play. 

Bell. Yes, ſhe may go to Plays, provided he'll ſee 
Plays and not Fools, it may be enter into Converſation 
with 'em, and inſtead of getting Wit from the Plays, 
get Folly from the Fops, and ſo her Wit being ſpoil'd 


in her Youth, ſhall, like a Clock (et wrong in the Morn- 


ing, go falſe all the Day afier; in ſhort, no Wife or 
Siſter of mine ſhall dabble in Conyerſation with any Man? 
I hate a Slattern in her Credit, 
| (Enter Surly peeping. 

Sur. I' my Conſcience I think I hear 224 2 
his Miſtreſs quarrel in good earneſt. (a ſide.) 

Vio. Let no Woman marry a Man o' your Humour, 
but ſhe that for her Crimes is condemn'd to Tranſpor- 
tation ; the Slave that in Virgina toils to plant her Lord's 
Tobacco, is not more miſerable than ſhe that in your 
Boſom labours to plant a good Opinion, both drulge for 
Smoke: 1 ſcorn the Slavery, nor will marry a King to 
increaſe his Dominions, but to ſhare em. 

Bell, I offer you the entire Dominion o' myſelf, only 
deſire you not to aim at further Conqueſts. | 

Vio. I ſhou'd be a fine Sovereign where Jealouſy, Pride, 
Rage, and ſuch a ſaucy Committee ſhall give me Laws! 
which they wou'd never do to a Prince they lov'd, 

Bell. I think I've given convincing Proofs of Love. 

Vio. When? | 

Bell. When I offer'd, Madam, to take you for bet- 
ter or for worſe 3 thoſe are heroical Compliments; the 
Form of Matrimony out-does Ovid for paſſionate Ex- 
preſſions. | | 

Vio. Ay, my Lord, but that's none o' your Wit, and 
I wou'd not have a Man o' your Parts ſteal other Mens 
Phraſes; ſo your Lordſhip's humble Servant — Come a- 
way Child, (Exit Vio and Leo.) 

Enter Surly. 

Sir. Rare! they'r parted; once a Woman ſpoke 

Truh. My Lord, your Servant, I've overheard your 
| Quaire), 
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Quarrel, and I honour an. you ate the only Man in the 


Nation that underſtands himſelf, Lock up the Women till 
they're muſty, better they ſhould have a Hogo, than their 
Reputations, And their Honours are nut like their 
Smocks, whitened by lying Abroad. 

Bell. Nor have their ador'd Faces the more Eſteem, 
for often appearing, | 

Sur, Pox on'em, they varniſh like Copper, and the 
Women are ſenſible of it, that's the reaſon they forge 
new Faces every Time they go Abroad; and all the 
Arts of Paint and Dreſs are fuborn'd to give a baſtard» 
Beauty Title to reign, becauſe the legitimate Face is 
fallen into Contempt by Familiarity. No more to be 
ſaid, keep your Ground like a Man of Honour ; and loſe 
your Miſtreſs like a Coxcomb. - (aſide.) (Exit. 

Euter a &rvant. 

Ser. An't pleaſe your Honour, Mr. Hot head and Mr. 

Teſtimony are reiurn'd, as your Honour gave Order, 
Enter Teſtimony. 

Bell. That's well - come Mr. Teft:mony ; here has been 
: Miſtake gave me a harſh Opinion of you —— I'm ſorry 

or it. | 

Teſt, Oh! My Lord, have a care of cenſuring Pro- 
feſſors for a Profeſſor, 

Bell. Nay, prithee don't profeſs too much; I am 
ſatisfied with thee, 

Teſi. Truly you would, if you knew what a tender Spi- 
rit JI am of, I was only deluded the other Day into a Play- 
houſe, and truly it will be a burden to my Spirit whilſt I live. 

Bell. A-lack a-day, well I hope you'll be the more 
tender of my Siſter, your trouble will not be long. I 
have engag'd her to a Gentleman, whom about this time 
I expect What a Clock is it? 

Teſt. Truly, I do believe it is about Four, I cannot 
ſay it poſitively ; for I wou'd not tell a Lye for the 
whole World. | 

Bell. This is an excellent Fellow, if he be. what he 
pretends, . (knocking.) 
{ Hark! ſome one at the Door —— may be tis he 

——ů— 


Enter 
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Enter Hothead. 

Hot. Did you ſend for me, my Lord? 

Bell. Ay, Couſin, to reconcile myſelf to thee, I was 
in a Miſtake. | | 

Hot. I think you was, when you jndg'd à raſcally 
Fanatick a better Man than I, 

Bell. The contrary, Couſin, I think thee ſo much 
the better Man, I keep thee to have an Eye over him, 
becauſe I don't know if he be a Knave. 

Hot. Not know if a Fanatick be a Knave ? You'r fit 
to ſit in the Houſe o' Peers, i'ſaith. 

Bell. Well, thou art a very honeſt Fellow, Couſin 
let me have thy Company, But what are thoſe Patches 
on thy Face, for Ornament? 

Hot. They are for Plaiſter, but they are Ornamente. 
I have been in a Fanatick Coffee-Houſe, and this is the 
Beauty they gave me, 

Bell. Twas to reward ſome honourable Names, thou 
gav'ſt them. | | 

Hot. 1 gave em no wrong Names. I call'd em 
Rogues indeed, but that's their proper Name; and they 
all ſet their Hands to it immediately, and ſubſcribed them- 
ſelves Rogues upon my Chops, the only true Narrative 
they ever writ, : 

Bell. Thou art a mad Fellow — prithee go in. 

Exit Hot. at one Door. Enter at another Teſtimony. 

Bell. Well — who's at the Door ? 

Teſt, A lamentable Soul. 

Bell. A Begoar ? 

Teſt, A more ſad Object; but I conceive he comes 
rather to rob than to beg, for he comes arm'd with a 
ſtrong Bow and Arrows. 

Bell. A Bow and Arrows ? What, is he a Tartar ? 

Teſt. A Bow and Arrows made of Ribbons, Laces, 
and other idle Vanities, wherewith he intends to wound 
your Siſter's Heart. | 

Bell. Oh! the canting Coxcomb. 

Teſt. Nay, why canting Coxcomb? | | 

Bell. Be gone you ſenſeleſs Aſs? and bring in the 
Gentleman, 

oh Teſt. 
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Tefl, Nay, why ſenſeleſs Aſs? this is unſeemly. 

Bell, He won't ſtir, | 

Teſt. I am no ſenſeleſs Perſon =— I ha' more ſenſes 
than yourſelf; I have a ſenſe o' Vanity, and of the No- 
thingneſs o' the Things of this World —and a ſenſe o 
Sin, and a ſenſe o' the inſinuating Nature o' Sin — I , 
dare not bring this wanton frothy young Man to your 
Siſter — for ſhe's frothy alſo-and Sin will get in at a 
little Crany — and if Sin once get in his Head, he'll get 
in all his whole Body. Now your Honour has not that 
ſenſe o' theſe things; you ought to have that; your Ho- 
nour is a ſenſeleſs Perſon 

Bell, ——— How, Sirrah ? — 

Teſt. In a ſpiritual Senſe — 

Bell. There's no getting this preaching Fellow away 
— Couſin Hothead, 
Enter Hothead. 

Hot. My Lord! 

Bell. Why do you let this canting Coxcomb plague me? 

Hot. Why do you keep ſuch a canting Coxcomb ? 
let him plague you, pox you, and damn you, I don't 
care, 

Teſt. Oh! fad! oh! fad! 

Hot. Oh! ſhad! oh! Sot! 

Bell. So, now I've brought both upon me. 

Hot. He's always tuning his Noſe, too high, too low, 
like a Sowgelder's Horn. 

Bell, Well, Sir, if you pleaſetell me who's at my Door? 

Hot. Forty One is coming in ding dong. 

Bell, Into my Door? Who's at my Door, I ſay ? 

Hot. Old Forty One I'faith. 

Bell. I cannot have an Anſwer—Sirrah——who's at 
my Door ? 

Teſt. Popery I'm ſure is coming in. 

Bell. Into my Door ? 1 ask you who's at my Door ? 

Teſt. Popery l'm ſure. | 

Hot. Roguery I'm ſure, 

Teſt. Popery I'm (ure. 

Hot. Roguery I'm ſure. 

Bell. Confound you both. 
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Hot, And confound you both, 
(Bell, turns them both out.) 
Bell. You Boy, is there any one at Door ? 
(:0 a Page.) 
Pa. Yes, my Lord. 
Bell. So, this Boy can anſwer, 
Pa. Sir Courtly Nice, my Lord. 
Bell. O! theſe Rogues, have they made him wait 
all this while ? Introduce him quickly ; he comes moſt 
1— to rid me of my Plague, now I'm very lick 
Or it. EN 


Who is it? 


Enter Sir Cpurtly and the Page, bowing to one 
another, g 

Dear Sir Courtly, my Servants did not tell me who 
you were, that I have ignorantly made you wait, I am 

aſham'd to ſee you. 1 
Sir Co. Your Lordſhip's moſt humble Servant. | 
Bell. Your very bumble Servant — Page, call my 
Siſter. 

Enter Aunt and Leonora, 
Sir Co, Madam, your moſt | f 
[Goes to ſalute Leo. Aunt ſteps firſt.) 
Sir Co. Oh! your Ladyſhip's very humble Servant. 
[Salutes Aunt.) 


Au. Your moſt humble Servant. 
Sir Co. Now, Madam your moſt humble Servant. 
| [es Leo.] 

Au. An incom parable fine Gentleman. 

Bell. Well, Sir Courtly, now I've brought you thus 
far o' your Way to my Siſter's Inclinations, I'll leave 
you to purſue the reſt o' your Journey by yourſelf ; you 
need no Guide to Ladies Hearts. 

Sir Co. Oh! your moſt humble Servant. 

Au. No, Sir Courtly commands all. If my Niece does 
not receive you, Sir Courtly, in all the obliging manner 
in the World, 'tis for want of Experience and under- 
ſtanding Merit —— I'll aſſure you, Sir Courtly, I, who 
have ſome little more Judgment, have had a particular 
Value for you, Sir, from the fitſt Minute 1 had the 
Honour to ſee you, Sir, | Sir 
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Sir Co. Oh Madam, your moſt humble Seryant: 

Au. A very particular | 

Sir Co. Oh your moſt humble Servant, 

Au. And if my Niece has not, it proceeds from her 
want of Years to know Deſert; and, indeed, all Youth 
is indiſcreet; I would by no means adviſe a Gentleman 
of Merit to marry any Perſon that has not ſome Years 
and Experience upon her— | 

Bell. She's ſetting up for herſelf, I think, Aunt—— 

Au. Nephew— 

Bell. Pray Leave the Lovers together. 

Au. Sir Courtiy, your moſt humble Servant. 

Sir Co. Madam, your moſt humble Servant. | 

Au. Pray, Niece, behave yourſelf to Sir Courtly, as 
at leaſt to do me right; that by all your Expreſſions 
and Behaviour, he may know how very particular an 
Honour I have for him. 

Bell. She has for him. (aſide.) 

Au. Moſt particular- — 

Bell. Pray Aunt in particular come with me 

An. Very particular: — 

Sir Co, Oh! Madam Madam 

Bell, Aunt 

Aunt. Yes, Nephew— Sir Courtiy, I am exceeding 
unwilling to leave you to the Converſation of a young 
Lady, whoſe Years, I'm afraid, will not afford her Wit 
enough to entertain ſo fine a Gentleman 

Sir Co. Oh! Madam! Madam! Madam! 

A. But I'll return with all Speed poſſible, — 

Bell. But you ſhall not, if 1 can help i. (aſde.) 

Au. And ſo your very bumble Servant. 

Sir Co. Oh! Madam! your humble Servant. 

(Exeunt Aunt and Bell.) 

Leo. Now will I manage him, humour him pre- 
tend to admire him—to draw him into Love, laugh at , 
him, and revenge myſelf on him, for plaguing me. 

Sir Co, Now, Madam, is the glorious Opportunity 
come, which my Soul has long wiſh'd to expreſs how 


much I admire, adore 


F 
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Leo. Oh! Sir Court) 

Sir Co. Extravagantly adore— 

Leo. Oh! Sir Courtly=——[ cannot receive all this. 

Sir Co, Oh! Madam, if there's any thing on the Earth 
ſo charming ?—l never ſaw any thing ſo fine as your 
Ladyſhip, ſince I was born. $7 

Leo. Fie, Sir Comurtl yen 

Sir Co. Never ſince I was born 
Leo. You'll kill me with bluſhing, 

Sir Co, I ſpeak my Soul Heavens! what divine Teeth 
there are ? 

Leo. Fie! fie! I ſhall never open my Mouth more. 
Sir Co. Then you'll undo all the World. Oh! there's 
nothing ſo charming as admirable Teeth. If a Lady 
faſtens upon my Heart, it muſt be with her Teeth. 

Leo. That's a pleaſant Raillery—hah ! hah! hab! hah! 

| (feigns a fooliſh laugh.) 

Sir Co. Oh Madam, I hope your Ladyſhip has a better 
Opinion o' my good Manners——Railly a Lady o' your 
Quality ? 

Leo, Oh! you Wits turn all Things into Ridicule. 

Sir Co. Madam, I never was fo ſerious fince I was 
born; therefore I beſeech your Ladyſhip have pity 
upon me I ſwear and yow, if you do not, I ſhall 
die. | 
Leo. Die! hah! hah! you Wits will be raillying. 

Sir Co. Heavens, Madam! how ſhall I convince you 
I am ſerious ? 3 

Leo. Really, Sir Courtly, 1 ſhould be very ſorry if you 
be ſerious. 

Sir Co. Oh! Heavens! why ſo, Madam? 

Leo. Becauſe tis pity ſo fine a Gentlemen ſhould loſe 
all his Gallantry. | 
Sir Co. Now you frighten me, Madam, Is it im- 
poſſible for me to attain the Glory of your Incli- 

nations ? 55 

Leo. It will be impoſſible for me to keep the Glory 
of your Inclinations, Sir Courtly: ſo 1 dare not venture 
on em. 


Sic 
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Sir Co. Oh! as to that, Madam, I' ſwear eternal 
Conſtancy, eternal Services, and all thoſe things. 

Leo. You are not in your own Power, Sir Caur tiy; 
you fine Gentlemen, like fine Countries, are deſit'd and 
ought by all, and therefore in a perpetual War; if L 
ſhou'd place my Heart in you, it wou'd not have a Mi- 
nute's quiet; a thouſand potent Beauties wou'd every Day 
aſſault you, and you'd yield a Complaiſance, your good 
Breeding wou'd undo me. 

Sir Co. Oh! Madam, this is Extremity o' Gallantry; 
your Ladyſhip puſhes things to a ſtrange height. 

Leo. I ſpeak my Soul. Beſides I've another Humour, 
but that is, a Foibleſs will ridicule me. 

Sir Co, Oh ! Madam. | 

Leo. Nay, I'll confeſs itz I am ſtrangely curiou 


extravagantly curious I nauſeate a Perfume, if it ever 
ſaluted any Noſe but my own. | 


Sir Co. Oh ! fortunate! my own Humour, 


Leo. Nothing muſt come near me that was eves 
touch'd by another, 


Sir Co. Is it poſlible ? 

Leo. Not if you give a hundred Pound. 

Sir Co. My own Phraſe too, I've obſerv'd it in myſelf; 
I'm ſtrangely fortunate—we ſhall be fond to an infinite 
degree, (aſide.) 

Leo, For that reaſon your fine Gentleman, is my Aver- 


© ſion , he's ſo tempted by all Ladies, ſo complaiſant to all 


Ladies, that to marry a fine Gentleman, is to accept the 
Leavings of a Thouſand Ladies. 

Sir Co. Oh! Madam! you ha' met with the Creature 
you deſire 

I never touch'd a Woman ſince I was born. 

Leo. That's pleaſant; 1 believe you have ruin'd a 
thouſand. 

Sir Co. Not one, upon my Soul. 

Leo, Tis impoſſible. 

Sir Co. Oh! Madam there's not one Lady in a thou- 
ſand I can ſalute, I only touch the tip o. their Ear with 
my Cheek. 


Leo. Fie! fie! 5 
F 2 Sir 
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Sir Co. Not one Lady in a Million whoſe Breath I 

can endure; but I cou'd not go into their Beds if you'd 
ive me a thouſand Pound; I cou'd not come into the 

Air of any Bed in England but my own, or your Lady- 

ſhip's, if you'd give all the World. 

Leo. This is all Gallantry, Sir Courtly. You have 
been told this is my Humour. | 

Sir Co, Is it really, Madam ? 

Leo. Oh! above all things, I ſuffer nothing to come 
near my Bed but my Gentlewoman, 

Sir Co. Nor I, but my Gentleman; he has a delicate Hand 
at making a Bed; he was my Page, I bred him up to it. 

Leo. To make Beds? 

Sir Co. Ay, Madam; and I believe he'll make a Bed 
with any Gentleman in England, 

Leo. And my Woman has a great Talent, 

Sir Co. Is it poſlible ? Ladies commonly employ or- 
dinary Chamber-maids—with filthy Aprons on, made by 
ſluttiſn Women that ſpit as they———ſpin———fob! 

Leo, Foh ! 

Sir Co. Your Ladyſhip will pardon me — my Lin- 
nen is all made in Holland, by neat Women, that dip 
their Fingers in Roſe-water, at my Charge, 

Leo, Delicate. 

Sir Co, And all waſh'd there. 

Leo. And ſo is mine at Harlem. 

Sir Co, At Harlem? I hold a conſtant Correſpondence ' 
with all the eminent Waſhers there, 

Leo, That's delicate, and agrees wonderfully with my 
Humour, 

Sir Co, Oh! happy! we ſhall be fond to an infinite 
degree. 

Enter Surly. | 

2 Oh! foh! here's that beaſtly rude Clown, Mr. 
Surly. | 
| Sir Co. Oh! foh! what ſhall we do with him ? 

Sur. How now ? how now? you two are too inti- 
mate heark you, Madam. | 

Leo. Oh! foh! 

Sir Co. Foh! 

: Sur. 


{ 
| 
2 


5 
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bur. Foh! what's this fohing at? 


Sir Co. No-body, Mr Surly, only at preſent we are- 


accoſted with an ungrateful Smell. 
Sur. Yes, 1 ſmell an ungrateful Smell, your Roguery. 


Madam, I employ'd this Fellow to ſpeak for me, and 1'll 


be hang'd if he be not falſe to me. 
| Teo, To ſpeak for him? ha! ba! 
Sir Co. Ay, for him, Madam, ha! ha! 
Sur. Ay, for me, Ninkumpoop. 
Sir Co, your humble Servant, Sir, y'are very civil, 
Sur. So I am, that I do not execute thee for this 
Theft upon this Place; but thou plead'ſt thy Face, as: 


Whores do their Bellies ; *tis big with Fool. 


Sir Co. Very civil — Sir 

Sur. Sure, Madam, a Woman o' your Senſe will not 
chuſe him before me. He has more Land ; not moreim- 
proy'd Land! His Acres run up to one great Weed, 
I mean himſelf; and there it bloſſoms in Periwigs and 
Ribbons, Oh but he has a finer Perſon ! that's a Cheat, 
a falſe Creed impos'd on you, by a General Council of 
Taylors, Milliners, and Semſtreſſes; let my Hat ex- 
pound his Face, and you'll ſee what a Piece o' ſimple 
Stuff it is. | 

Sir Co, Horrid! he has put his Beaſtly Hat upon my 


Head pray, Sir, do me the Favour to remove it, or [ 


ſhall grow very ſick —— (o 4 Servant.) 

Sur. Sick? I hope thou wilt eat my Hat. Now, 
Madam, you ſee what a Cheat he is, and whether he 
deſerves any more Favours than to be decently hang'd 
with the reſt of his Brothers. | 

Sir Co. My Brothers hang'd, Mr. Surly? 

Sur. I mean the Pictures in the Hangings, for they 
and thou are all but Needle-work; and thou wouldit 
ſerve for a Piece o' Tapeſtry ; but for a Husband, Lord 
have mercy on thee ! 

Sir Co. Your Servant, Mr Surly, you are a very well 
bred Gentleman, Sir, and pay great Vene ation to 4 
Lady o' Quality, and your Miſt:els——hah ! hah! 

Leo. His Miſtreſs, hah! bah! 


Sir Co. Let's rally him to Death, Madam—hah ! bgb'— 
F 3 | sur. 


— 
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Sur. Rally? does the ridiculous Figure pretend to 
laugh at any thing? oh 

Sir Co. De'e hear, Madam? 

Leo. Sir Courtly, you are a Martyr to good Manners, 
and ſuffer out o' ReſpeR to me, more than is fit for a 
Man to bear, 

Sur. He a Man? I ha' ſeen a Butler make a better 
Thing out of a Diaper Napkin. 

Sir Co, Your humble oblig'd Servant—— Sir, 

Leo. Sir Courtly, I'll ws Fung that you may do your 
ſelf Juſtice——and be kick'd—— (aſide.) 

Sir Co. Your Lady ſnip's moſt humble Servant. 

Leo. I'II no longer protect ſuch a Coxcomb — as 
yourſelf, (aſide.) 

Sir Co, Your very humble Servant, Madam; VII puſh 
his Soul out e 
by Leo, Oh! don't do him that fayour, Sir; only correct 

im. 

Sir Co. Well, Madam, what your Lady ſnip pleaſes.— 

Your Lady ſhip's very humble Servant. (Exit Leo.) 

Mr. Surly, I have received ſome Favours from you, 
Sir, and I deſire the Honour of your Company, Sir, to 
morrow Morning at Barn-Elms, Sir -— pleaſe to name 
you Weapon, Sir. 

Sur, A Squirt. 

Sir Co. A Squirt? 

Sur. Ay, for that will go to thy Heart, I'm ſure, 

Sir Co. Well, Sir, I ſhall kiſs your Hands. 

Sur, Kiſs my Breech—— (Exit.) 

Sir Co. Beaſt, Clown, Fool, Raſcal. Pox take him — 
What ſhall I do with him? It goes againſt my Stomach 

horribly to fight ſuch a Beaſt, if hig filthy Sword ſhou'd 
touch me, twould make me as 55 a Dog. (Exit.) 


Scene a Garden. Enter Cratk and Leonora. 
Teo. Ha! ha! ['ll ſecure the Coxcomb— I'll get 
him confin'd upon the Guard, among Tobacco-takers, 
and that will confine him to his Bed and Bagnios for 
one Month, 

Cr. That will do rarely. About this time I expe Mr. 
Farewel, I ha' ſent for your Brother to introduce him. 
2 | : Leo. 
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Teo. My Brother? 

Cr. Your Brother I ſay, to ſhew my Skill. Retire, 
and ſtay conceal'd in the Garden, Here your Brother 
comes, (Exit Leo.) 

Enter Bellguard. 

Now for Lies and Nonſenſe to entertain this jealous 
Brother till the Lover comes. 

Bell. Sir Thomas, your Servant; what's your Will 
with me? 

Cr, Talk——l love Talk——begin, 

Bell. Very pithy. 

Cr. In what Circumſtance are we ? 

Bell. Circumſtance ? 

Cr, Ay, what call you this where we are ? 

Bell. A Garden. 

Cr. A Garden? I've ſeen in the Indies a Melon as big. 

Bell. As all this Garden ? 

Cr. Bigger, 

Bell. Well ly'd of a mad Man. (aſide.) Are all your 
Fruit ſo large! 

Cr. All. 

Bell. Your Nutmegs and Pepper are not. 

Cr. Your Hiſtory is erroneous; we have Nutmegs as 
big as ſmall Fly-boats, I have ſail'd a hundied Leagues 
in a Nutmeg. 

Bell, Well lyed. (a ſide.) 

Cr. Our Oyſters have wonderful Conference. 

Bell. Circumference, I ſuppoſe, you mean. 

Cr. Ye'ave nick'd it; three of 'em block up a Har- 
bour; 'tis our way of Mortification. 

Bell. Fortification. 

Cr. You are in the right=—Pox on't, 1 have been ſo 
long aboard I have almoſt forgot my Mother Tongue, 

Well — when will this Lover come? 'Tis near the 
Hour, and delicately dark. | | (aſide.) 
Far ewel 5 Murder! Murder! Murder! 1 claſh * of 
within, C Swords, 

Cr. That's he! He's come! (aſide.) Murder cried 


Our, 
Bell, 
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Bell, And at my Coach-houſe door ? 
Farewel 7 Oh! — Rogues! Four upon one. 
within. 7 Bell, A Gentleman aſlaſlinated ?} 

Cr. Open the Door. 
Bell. Who' s there? 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. My Lord? 

Bell. Call ſome o' the Servants to aſſiſt a Gentleman 
ſet upon at my Coach-houſe Door. 

Cr. Ay quick - quick (draus.) 

Bell. How, Sir Thomas? will you venture among 'em? 

Cr. De'e think I won't ? a Gentleman and not fight? 

Bell. 1 muſt not ſuffer it, you may be hurt. 

Cr, No, Sir, I'll fight like a Gentleman; I'll come 
by no Hurt I'll warrant you. — Come quick quick 
open the Door | 

Enter Servants. 

Now ſound a Trumpet, Tivy— tivyy—t2n tan 
ivy Tone — Pox on't, tis a Horn——Þ1I don't 
know a Horn, I ha' forgot every thing belongs to a 


Gentleman. Among em helter skelter 
Exeunt Bell. Cr. and Ser. mean while 'Þ©' 


? Farewel ſteals into the Garden. 
Enter Leonora and her Woman. 
Leo, I' my Conſcience this is Crack's Deſign to let in 
Mr. Farewel. 
Fa, Dear Madam, you are in the right. 
Leo, Mr. Farewel ? I know your Voice 
Fa, Oh! Madam, I adore you for this Bounty, 
Leo, and I ſhould bluſh for it, 


Fa. Why fo, Madam? 
Leo. Shou'd a Woman admit a Lover by night at a 


Back-door into the ſame Houſe where ſhe lies, and con- 
verſe privately with him before Marriage? 


Fa. Your Brother admitted me. 
Leo. *Tis true indeed, you may thank him for the 


Favour, I thought your Sufferings deſerved Pity, and 
my Brother wou'd let me ſhew it no other way. 
Fa. A thouſand Bleſſings on you. 


Leo. 
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Leo. I doubt not but my Honour is very ſafe in your 
keeping, I wiſh your Perſon were as ſecure in mine. 

Fa, I am glad o' the Danger, ſince tis ſome Aſſu- 
rance 0' my Love, | 

Leo. Your Friend Mr, Crack plays his Part very well, 
and I doubt not but he will ſecure us here, and convey 
us hence ; but then other Dangers will follow you. 

Fa. What are thoſe, Madam ? 

Leo, The Danger of marrying without a Fortune, my 
ten thouſand Pound is at my Brother's Diſpoſe. 

Fa. I am glad of that too, Madam; 'twill ſhew that 
my Love is not mercenary. | ; 

Leo. The Danger of being laugh'd at by the Wits for 
marrying at all, | 

Fa. Oh! let the Wits keep the jilting rotten Wen- 
ches, and leave the ſweet virtuous Ladies to us mar- 
rying Fools; I can be as well pleaſed to keep a fine 
Wife to myſelf, as they can be to maintain fine Wenches 
tor all the Town, | 

Leo. Nay, your keeping Men, Keepers like, have 
commonly but the Offals for their Share, Well the 
Evening Air will be unwholſome to you; if you ſtay 
longer in it, you'll be in danger of Thunder and Light- 
ning preſently; I mean my Brother——he comes 
follow me (Exeunt Leo. Fa, Wom.) 

Enter Bellguard, Crack, c. 

Cr, What cowardly Rogues were theſe? they ran 
upon our firſt ſallying. 

Bell, They had a Reaſon, you're a Lyon, 

Cr. I us'd to kill Lyons and Tygers in the Indies 48 
you do Hares and Conies here. I kept a Tyger-War- 
ren, I kill'd a Brace every Morning to get me a Sto- 
mach, 8 

Bell, It was a good one ſure, you offer'd dear for it. 
Well, I hope you ha' got no Hurt? 5 

Cr. Yes, ſomething very ſharp went quite thro my 
Stomach. | 
. Bell, How? thro' your Stomach? then you cannot 
Ive. . 


x Cr. Yes, 
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Cr, Yes, if you noint it preſently with a good Diſh 
o' Jelly-Broth, and tent it with a Bone o' roaſt Beef. 

Bell. Is that the Wound? it ſhall be heal'd preſently. 

Cr. Preſently, for my Stomach is captious. 

Bell. It ſhall be done. Go to my Aunt, and deſire 
her to order Sir Thomas his Supper 

Ser. She's not very well, my Lord, and gone to- bed. 

Bell. Then let the Steward do it, Sir Thomas, I am 
going out, and ſhall ſtay late. Pray command my Houſe- 
Sv good night to JOU (Exit.) 

Cr. Your Servant, Sir,. you keep a Woman? Now 
to the Lovers where are they? 
Enter Farewel, Leo. and her Woman. 

Fa, Here! here ! thou divine Fellow, 

Cr. So, ſo: kiſs! kiſs ! kiſs. 

Leo, Before Marriage ? 

Cr. Ay, for fear you ſhou'd not kiſs after Marriage— 
Well, the Houſe is our own, and the Night our own— — 
your Aunt gone to- bed, and your Brother abroad, we'll 
tory — tory, and 'ti: a fine Night, we'll revel in the 
Garden Slaves go bring my Supper qui 

9 —— 
Exeunt Slave — and enter with Diſhes: Farewel, 
Leonora and Crack fit down, 

Enter Siamites and Bantamers. 

Now a Song and Dance o' your own faſnhion but 
ſhut the Garden Gates — and look to 'em well, for I'll 
be private in my Pleaſures 


(a Song and Indian Dance. 
—50— now to my Chamber — well — there 
is no publick Officer like your Pimp 


Pimps manage the great Buſineſs o' the Nation, 
That is — the heavenly Work o' Propagation. 
(Exeunt omnes.) 


ACT 


ACT V. 


SCE NE Crack's Chamber. Enter Fare- 
| wel and Crack. 


Fa. H thou divine Fellow, what Joys has thou pro- 
cured me? 

Cr. What Joys? 

Fa. All that Innocence could afford, 

Cr. Innocence? -that's inſipid Stuff. | 

Fa. No, Mr. Crack, there's difference between the 
Manna that came from Heaven, and that out of Pothe - 
caries Shops; a Touch of Leonora's Hand, like Manna 
from Heaven, has all that Man can fanſy. Here ſhe 
comes. 


Enter Leonora. 

This, Madam, is-bountiful, after an Evening Conyers 
ſation to afford me a Morning too, 

Leo, We ſhou'd be charitable ro Priſoners. 

Fa. I am Priſoner, but ſuch a happy one asa Ki 
is when lodg'd in a Royal Tower, to prepare 'for his 
Coronation, My hour of Coronation draws near, I 
want only the Church Ceremony and the Oath, 

Cr. Madam, how durſt you venture hither by Day- 
ight? 

* My Aunt and Brother are 2 abroad, and 
won't come home till Noon, ſo all thoſe Hours are 
mine; and now, Mr, Crack, to requite your Muſick, I 
ha* brought ſome o mine to entertain you. 

A Songe———and enter a Woman. 

Nom. Oh! Madam———undone——your Brother, 

Cr. How? how? 

Wom. Juſt coming up Stairs to viſit—you, Sir Thomas: 

Cr. Pox of his Civility. Hide, Sir, hide. And do 
8 Women ſhriek. | 

ieke! and cry out Murder, 

Yer throws himſelf on the Ground, and 


[crambles in diſtracted Poſlures after 


the Women. They ſbriet. 
Enter 
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; Enter Bellguard. 

Bell. So, here's my Siſter got into the mad Man's 
Room, and has put him into a frantick Fit. Oh! the 
inſatiable Curioſity o' Women. 

Cr. You Whores! you bewitching Whores, do 
you come to bewitch me? I'll fetch Blood from you. 

Bell. Why wou'd you offer to come hither, Siſter? 

Cr, What are you, Sir, the King of Bantam? 

Bell. No, Sir, no. 

Cr. Oh! the Mogul. 


Bell. Nor the Mogul. 
Cr. What do you then with all theſe Concubines ?— 


Oh! I know you now, you're a fine Man, you have 
put me into brave Circumſtances, Did not IJ deſire 
you to let me fee no Women? and here you keep a 
Company of rambling Whores in your Houſe, that 
have put me into the Circumſtances o' Diſtraction. I 
was a top o' the Staircaſe taking a Proſpect o' the 
Cape of Good- hope, and theſe Fly.boats came. ſailing 
under my Noſe, What do me I? but leap down to 
break their Necks? and ha' broke my own I think; 1 
am certain I have broke ſomething, but what I don't 
know; pray take me up, and look over my Bones, ſee 
if none be miſſing; if they be, Bone for Bone will be 
demanded, 

Bell. Poor Creature! Who's there? 

Cr. Who's there ? will you truſt me to your Servants! 
ſo if a Leg or an Arm of mine be broke, they'll leave 
it behind them, and I ſhall loſe it. I expect all my Limbs 
and Bones from you as you receiy'd 'em; ſo come 
and take account of em. 

Bell. I will I will (ales him up.) 

Cr. Oh! have a care 0h! — 

Bell. Alas! 1 fear he's hurt; your Curioſity ha' done 
this; did you not gape enough before upon him ? 

Cr. Oh! gently ! gently! — ſo — 
| (Bell. leads him out.) 

Fa. Oh! this pleaſant Rogue! ha! ha! 

Leo. *Tis an excellent Fellow. As ſoon as we hear 

my Brother is returning, ſlip into that Paſſage, "twill 


lead you to Crack's Bed-chamber. 


— 


Enter 


than Sir Calico's Bed-chamber, 


the picture. 


Or, it cannot Be. 61 


Enter Aunt. | 

Au. How now, Gentlewoman? a Man wi' you? 
Nephew——Nephew——Nephewo— 

Leo, Be gone be gone thro? that Entry. 

Exit Fa. at one Door, at anotber 
Enter Bellguard. 

Bell. What's the Matter? 

Au. Our Family's difhonour'd, diſhonour'd— here 
was a Fellow, a handſome young Fellow wi” my Niece, 
Oh! my Fleſh! my Fleſh! 

Leo. Wi me? 

Au. Will you deny it, Confidence? 

Bell. Who's there? Hothead, Teſtimony, all of you 
come hither, | 

Enter Hothea l, Teſtimony, Ce. 

Teft. What's your Honour's Pleaſure? 

Bell. To cut all your Throats, you are all Bawds. 
and Villains, | 

Hot. Leave me out o' the Number you had beſt, 

Bell. I will not, Sir, for here was a young Fellow 
wi' my Siſter. 

Leo. My Aunt's Whimſy and Jealouſy. 

Au. I cou'd tread you under my Feet. 

Bell. Which Way went he? 

Au. Into that Paſſage; he cannot be got farther 


Bell. Lock all the Doors, arm, and beſet Sir Thomas 
Calico's Lodgings. 
Leo. This will prove ſuch another wiſe Buſineſs as 


Bell. Hold your Peace—— get you into that Room 
wi' my Aunt, Aunt, pray look to her, 
(Fxit, Bell. Hot, Teſt. Oc. 
Au. I'll keep ber, I warrant her Come in Gentle- 
woman your are a fine Gentle woman. | 
Teo. Oh! my heart trembles—— Heaven inſpire 
Crack. (aſi de. 8 
Exit. Aunt and Leonora. Scene changes to another Room. 
Enter Fare wel and Crac 
Fa, O! curſed Fortune. 1 
Cr. Well, don't trouble your ſelf; I'll bring you off 
ſafe, G Fa. 


nnn 
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Fa. Not trouble myſelf when Leonora's Honour is in 
danger? She'll be the Jeſt of every prating Fop and 
malicious Beauty. 

Cr. Her Honour ſhall be ſafe too; this bluſtring— 
Brother fhall entertain ou 
Fa, With a Blunderbuſs: 
Cr. Ay, full o' Claret. Away— away— he comes. 
Ex. Fa. and enter Bellguard, Hothead, Teſtimony, 
and the Servants ar med. 3 
Cr. How ? the high and glorious Emperor o'“ Sram 
with all his Guards? Thou moſt invincible Paducco, 
Farucco— nelmocadin — bobbekin— bow — wow-—wom— 
why doſt thou ſeek to deſtroy us Engliſh, ſeated on thy 
Dominions by thy own Letters Patents ? 
Bell. Piſh ! —— take him away. 
Cr, Take away our Privileges? then this goes to my 
Heart. 
Draws his Dagger, and pretends to ſtab bimſelf. 
Bell. Hold— hold— Sir Thomas— vir Thomas, no 
Hurt is meant to you. | 
Cr. Moſt great and gloricus Emperor, I humbl 
thank, and do humbly implore thec, that thou would 
command thy invincible Guards to lay down their 
Arms, and put us out of our Frights, and we'll ſub- 
mit our Perſons to thee, This 1s ſome Interloper's 
Work. (aſide. 
Bell. Pox o' this impertinent mad Coxcomb; lay 
down your Weapons, may be if we humour him he may 
come to his Senſes, and give us Leave to ſearch the 
Rooms. ( ihey lay down their Weapons, 
Cr. My Lord Bellguard, vour moſt humble Servant, 
Bel. He's come to himſelf; that's well. Sir Thomas 
your Servant, hew do you? 3 
Cr, A little diſcompos d, ſomething has frightned 
me, and put me into the Circumſtance of a Sweat. 
Bell, Pm ſorry for that. Shall I beg Leave to ſearch 
your Rooms for a Thief that's got in? 
Cr. Pardon's begg'd, Search muſt not he made, far I 
have a Friend there you mutt not ſee. Wou'd you and 
your Friend were hang d. (aſides J A 
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A very honeft Gentleman, but very much addicted 
to Marriage; *tis he that I told you is to marty my 
Indian Fubs of a Siſter —— Mr. Farewel. 

Bell. Mr. Fare wel! | 

Cr. Ay, hearing of my Arrival, and what Circum- 
Rances I was in, hover'd all this Morning about the 
Houſe to get a fight o* me. but car'd not to come in, 
for it ſeems there is Enmity between you. 

Bell. Tis true, and I wonder hom he got in without 
my Knowledge. | 

Cr, I made him come in; I was throwing my Legs 
about in the Hall, and the Door being open, our 
Eyes knock'd immediately, and gave Remembrance 
ſuch a Bang, that we ran full Speed into the Circum- 
ſtances of Embracing. 

Bell. And pray who ſaw this? 

Cr. Who ſaw ? what care I who ſaw? 1 care not if 
the whole Town ſaw, I'm not aſham'd of owning Mr. 
Farewel, 

Bell. No, Sir, but I mean which of my Family ſaw ? 
that I may thank 'em for their Care. 

Cr. What do I care for your Family ? If I may not 

bring a Friend into your Family, a Fart for your Fa- 
mily. 
ell. Nay, be not angry, Sir Thomas, your Friend's 
welcome, 
SC. I doubt it not, for I have found you a very civil 
Perſon. And now Recollettion is active, I fancy he's 
the Man you take for a Thief *'Tis ſo— ba! ba! — 
excuſe me ha! ha-— Leave is implor'd— ha! 
ha Brother Farewel, 

(Fay within) Brother. 

Cr. Come out and participate o* Laughter. 

Bell. So, now have I play'd the Fool again, vex'd my 
felf, and wrong'd my Siſter with impertinent Jealou- 
lies, 

Enter Farewel. 
Cr. Come, Brother— ha! ha! laugh but firſt 
ſalute, — 

Fa. My Lord, I believe you wonder to ſee me here, 
and you may; I call my ſelf Baſtard, and renounce the 
G 2 Blood, 
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Blood o' my Family, by coming under your Roof with 
any Defign but to prejudice you, which at preſent I 
muſt acknowledge to my Shame is not my Intention. I 
# vifit my Friend here for his own ſake, and the ſake of 

a — * Beauty, which you ſhall not hinder me of, my 
L. or 
Bell. I will not, Mr. Farewel, I ſcorn thoſe effemi- 
nate Revenges ; if I hurt any Man, it ſhail be with my 
Sword, 

Fa, Your Sword, my Lord ? 

Cr. Hold, hold. 

Bell. Ay, any where but here, Mr. Farewe]; my 
Houſe is your Sanctuary, and here to offer you Violence, 
wou'd prejudice my ſelf 

Cr. What a quarrelling's here? I' my Conſcience, I 
believe, my Lord, *tis becauſe you think he came to 
fteal me, I being under whimfical Circumſtances, for 
T remember vou call'd him a Thief. Look you, my 
Lord, don't fear meg I won't be ſtole— I know when 
Pm well Brother, Iam well provided for, I want 
nothing but my Wits; and what do they ſignify ? If a 
Man lives a Gentleman, no matter whether he has Wit 
or N0,— F 

Fa Well, my Lord, tho*I have the Misfortune to 
be your Enemy, I am none to good Manners; I am 

fſorry-I ha? given your Houſe this Trouble, and the 
more becauſe my Friend receives ſuch generous Uſage 
in it. | , 

Bell. Nor am I an Enemy to Love and the fair Sex 
If the Lady you come for loves you, for her ſake I wiſh 
you Succeſs, — 

Fa, Now, my Lord, you vanquiſh me. 

Cr. He's a brave Man— faith — 

Fa. I fancy we ſhall live to be better Friends, at pre- 
ſent I'll take my Leave— my Lord, your Servant. —— 

Bell. Your Servant, Sir. 

Cr. Brother, I muſt ſee you down Stairs. This was 
a Mafter-piece, ha! ha! YN. (Ex Fa. and Cr. 

Bell. Now am cool again. What a Flame had your 
Negligence put me into. Here, releaſe my Sifter, 
Im aſham'd to ſee her. (to a Servant. 


Hot 
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Hot. Sirrah! Sirrah! you did this to make me ſuſ- 
pected. | 

Teſt. Ay— ay, I muſt be abus'd becauſe I'm a Pro- 
teftant. 

Hot. A Proteftant ? a Dog. But with ſuch Names 
the Rogues divide the Rabble, and make the Nationgo, 
like the Devil, upon cloven Feet, 

Bell, Hold your prating, and by your future Care 
make amends for your paſt Negligence ; your Trouble 
ſhall not be long, within this eight and forty Hours J 
marry her, or ſend her into the Country. 

Hot. Well— well— I'll look to her for the Honour 
of my Family, not your Huffing, (Exit. 

Teſt. I to diſcharge a Conſcience (Exis. 

Enter Leonora. 

Leo. So — Sir — 

Bell, My Siſter — * 

Leo. Do you run from me? Is that the Reparation 
you make for the intolerable Wrongs you have done 
me ? ' (pretends to burſt into Tears. 

Bell. Well, I have wrong'd you, I am ſorry for it, 
and beg your Pardon I muſt be gone——about Buſi- 
neſs—— your Buſineſs— to fetch Sir Courtly Nice. 
Your Servant, Siſter. (Exit. 

Lec, Oh! your Servant, Sir,— ha! ha! — heruns— 
I may chance, Sir, to run as nimbly from you, if Crack's 
Wits do not fail him — here he comes 

Enter Crack, 

Thou admirable Fellow, what haſt thou done with 
Mr. Farewel ? 

Cr. He's in the Street, ſtaying for you, 

1 Teo. Staying for me? and can'ſt thou convey me to 
im: 

Cr. Dee queſtion it? put on a Vizard, and ſome- 
thing over your Cloaths, 

Leo, Sweet Rogue. 

Cr. Nay, nay, be gone, 

Leo. Delicate Rogue. 

Cr. Nay, nay, he ſtays for you. 

Leo. Incomparable Rogue. 

Cr, Plhaw! put on your Vizard. | 

G 3 Tes. 
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Teo, Moſt excellent Rogue. 

Cr. Oons! put on your Vizard. 

Leo. I will— I witt— ha! ha! toll— loll- derol— 

Cx. goes aut, and as Leo. is going out ſing and dancing, 
e's met by Bellguard and Sir Courtly., 

Bel. Oh! Sifter, your Tune's alter'd. 

Sir Co. Oh! Madam! Im happy to find your Lady- 
fhip in ſo gay a Humour. | 

Leo. You'll not find it ſo; (aſide, 

Bell. Sir Courtly, I'll betray her to you, I left her in 
Tears upon an unhappy Occaſion, and at parting told 
Her I would bring you. Now you are come I find her 
in ſoy. Nothing elſe could cauſe the Change. 

Sir Co. Ok! Fortunate. 

Teo. Oh! Fop !—— (aſide. 
Bell. Now improve your Intereſt, and let us ſee ho-] 

great a Mafter you are in Courtſhip by your dextrous 
Diſpatch. I leave you together (Exit. 

Sir Co. And upon my Soul | will, Oh! Madam, am 
T fo fortunate, ſo glorious, to be well in your fine In- 
einations? 

Leo. Oh ! fie, Sir Courtly— if 1 had any ſuch Guilt 
upon me do you think-I wou'd confeſs ? 

Sir Co, You do confeſs, Madam—— your fine Eyes 
and your languiſhing Air, and your charming Bluſhes, 
and all thoſe thing 

Leo, I hope I carry no ſuch falſe Things about me; 
forif they ſay any ſuch thing, they infinitely wrong me. 

Sir Co. Oh! now you are cruel, Madam; you kill 
me, 

Leo. Can you hope for my Heart, Sir Courtly, *till 
I've ſome Aſſurance o'“ Vour's. 

Sir Co. What Aſſurance would your Lady ſhip have? 

Leo; All manner he that pretends to my Heart 
muſt 1izh, and wait, and watch and pant—— and 
fight, and write- — and kill himſelf, 

Sir Co, All this I ha* done, Madam; and ten thouſand 
things more; drove by your Vindowsa thouſand times 
a Day, ſought vou at the Parks and the Plays, was a 
- conſtant faithful Attendant at all Tragedies—— for I 

preſum'd your Ladyſhip nauſcates aces, if” 
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Teo. Oh! Foh! 

Sir Co. they are ſo ill——bred— and fawcy with 
Quality, and always cramm'd with our odious Se 
that have not always the moſt inviting ſmell—Madam, 
you'll pardon me. Now at Tragedies the Houſe is 
all lin'd with Beauty, and then a Gentleman may en- 
dure it, And I have gone, found not your Ladyſhip 
there, drove home, kilYd my ſelf with ſighing, and then 
writ a Song, 

Leo. Oh! Heavens! Sir Courtl, did you ever write 
a Song upon me? | 

Sir Co. Above a thouſand, 

Leo. Oh! there's nothing charms me like a Song 
For Heaven's ſake— the Song the Song 

Sir Co. I've above forty here in a ſweet Bag I' ſhew 
you the firſt I made upon your Ladyſhip ;z *tis thought 
to be a pretty foolifh ſoft Song, moſt Ladies are very 
kind to it, 
As I gaz d unaware 
On a Face ſo fai. 

Leo. Oh! Sir Courtly —— 

Sir co. Tour cruel Eye 

Lay watching by. 

To ſnap My Mart, 

Which you did wi ſuch Art; 
Then away wi't you ran, 
Whilſt I look'd on. 
To. my Ruin and Grief”, 

Stop Thief — flop Thief. 

Teo. Oh! fine! Oh! fine! | 

Sir Co. That ſtop Thief, Madam, is pretty novel. 

Leo. Oh! delicate! Pm charm'd! Pm loſt !— fi, 
what have I ſai i-— 

Sir Co. What makes me the happieſt of Creatures? 

Teo. I only railly—— I renounce all 

Sir Co Not for the World | 
Les. Away — the Song again—— the Song — I' 

hear nothing but the Song. ls there no Tune to it? 
Sir Co, One of my own compoſing. 
Leo. That Accompliſkment (po? Heayens! how fine 
2 Gentleman is this 


Sir 
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Sir Ch. Oh! Madam, how proud you make me? 

Teo. Oh! dear, how I betray myſelf ? fooliſh Crea- 
ture no more — no more. the Tune, the Tune, 

Sir Co. I always humour my Words with my Air; 
ſo I make the Voice ſhake at the laſt Line, in Imita- 
tion of a Man that runs after a Thief. Sto ho 
ho — bop Thief. (fings, 

Leo. Oh! delicate! cannot I learn it? Sto—ho— 
ho-— ha By: 7h ad f | 4 

(imitates his fooliſh Singing, alls into a Laugh.) 
; — Od. Dear dan _. makes your Ladyſhip 

augh : 

Teo. At a Coxcomb, that thought to win me with a 
fooliſh Song, this puts it into my head. 

Sir Co. Oh! fooliſh! there are abundance of thoſe 
. Fellows, and does the Song pleaſe your Lady- 

p: 

Leo. Infinitely, I did not think you had been ſo fine 
a Poet. | 

Sir Co, Poetry, Madam, is my great Foible, and 
when I ſee a fine Woman I cannot command my Foi- 
ble, | 

Teo. How? de'e make Songs upon other Ladies? 
— I've given my Heart to an inconſtant 

an 

Sir Co. Oh! Madam-— only Gallantry, 

Leo. I'm abu'd ——untortunate— (pretends to weep, 

Sir Co. Oh! Madam, you take it wrong 

Teo. I'm abug&d —— 

Sir Co. Oh! Heavens! 
N But the Song's very fine! ſto - hoh 

ha! i 


Sir Co. Pleaſant Creature. (fngs and laughs, 
Leo. Coxcomb—— (aſide. 
Sir Co, We ſhall be infinitely fond a pretty Glaſs 
this, Madam, (looks in a Glaſs. 


Leo. So he's making an Aſſignation with his own 
fooliſh Face, 1'l] leave him to court that and fteal 
away. | (Exit 

Six co. Sto—h0—ho—hop—— 
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| Enter Aunt. 

Au. Singing, Sir Courtly ? 

Sir Co. At your Service, Madam. Well, Madam, 
you have aid ſo many fine things to me, that I aſſure 
yourſelf of my Heart; and now I'm reſoly'd to puſh 
this Opportunity to an Extremity o Happineſs. 

(ir Courtly looks into the Glaſs while he ſpeaks, 

Au. Oh! Fortunate! this to me? I did make him 
ſome Advances to Day I confeſs, and have they had 
this Succeſs ? My Heart pants; I amſurpriz'd with an 
infinite Joy, and am not able to anſwer —— (aſide, 

Sir Co. Well, Madam I muft be happy, and ſo upon 
my the Lady gone (turns from the Glaſs, 

Au. Sir Courtly, you put me in great Confuſion. 

Sir Co. The Lady's Conſent is very conſiderable 
ſhe governs her Niece, and under her Condutt may 
make me happy, with a Reſerve to Modeſty. (fide. 
well, Madam, ſhall I have your Conſent to my Happi- 
neſs, my Glory? | | 
a 4m. Oh! dear Sir! is it poſſible to anſwer you ſo 

don! 

Sir Co, So ſoon, Madam? you know my Paſſion has 
been long. 

Fi Aa. Is it poſhble ? I ſwear I never heard of it be- 
re. 

Sir C1, That's ſtrange; wou'd not my Lord, your 
Nephew, acquaint you ? 

Au. He never ſaid one Word of it to me, 

Sir Co, That's amazing. 

Au. I find my Nephew has been falſe to me. It 
feems *tis me the Gentleman loves, and my Nephew 
wou'd defraud me of him for his Sifter— here's fine 
doings | ( Aſi de 

Sir Co. I ſwear I thought your Ladyſhip had known, 
and granted your Confent—— you ſaid ſo many fine 
things | 

Au. I ſaid no more— Sir Courtly, than what were 
the Reſult o' my Thoughts upon the Contemplation of 
your great Deſert | 

Sir Co. Your Lady ſhip's moſt humble Servant then 
I hope, Madam, ſinee my Paſſion has been long, tho 
| you 


70 Sir Caurtiy Nice: 
you knew not of it, you will not defer my Happineſs— 
tis in your Power, I'm certain no Perſon controuls 
YOU—— 

Au Controuls me? that's Pleaſant— no, Sir. 

Sir Co. She fays true; ſhe can bring her Niece; 
(afide.) I beſeech you, Madam, take pity of a ſuffer- 
ing Lover. | 

Au. Oh! Sir ſhould I conſent ſo ſoon twou'd be 
againft a l Forms. | 

Sir Co. I wou'd not for the World offend againft any 
Forms. No Man living more ſtudies and adores all 
manner of Forms: but my Paſſion has been long. 

Aa. I know not what to ſay, Sir, indeed I muſt 
not—— 

Sir ch. Oh! Pardon me 

Au. Oh! Pardon me 

Sir Co Oh! Madam! 

Au. You confound me, Sir. 

Sir Co. You diſtract me, Madam, It muſt be 

Au. Well, Sir, I yield, but with an Extremity o 
bluſhing. 

Sir Co. Your moft obliged humble Servant. 

Au. My ſevere Temper wou'd never ha' been 
wrought on ſo ſoon but by fo fine a Gentleman. 

Sir Co. Your moft humble Servant. 

Au. And to revenge myſelf on my Nephew for his 
falſe Play. | 

Sir Co, Well, Madam, we'll in my Coach to the 
next Church preſently. | | 

Au. Tis very hard to reſiſt you, Sir Courtly. If you 
— I will firſt put on a Diſguiſe, for I defire it may 

manag'd with all Secrecy till the Ceremony of Mar- 
riage be over, 

Sir Co. With all my Soul, for I infinitely love a ſecret 
Intrigue, eſpecially when every Body knows of it. 

Au, Left my Nephew light on us, and prevent it. 

Sir Co. He's for the Match. 

Au, He's very falfe. 

Sir Co. ls it poſſible ? 
Au, Is it not apparent, when he conceal'd the whole 


Matter © .n me, left I ſhould promote it? _ 
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Sir Co, That's unanſwerable, I'm amaz d at it. Well, 
Madam, I ſhall not fail of being happy ? 

Au. Immediately, Sir. 
Sir Co. And you think you have Power ? 

Au. Power? that's pleaſant, 

Sir Co. So—ſo—ſhe'll bring or ſend her—— ( sfide 
well, Madam your moſt humble Servant 

Au, Your very bluſhing Servant, (Exit, 

Sir Co. Your humble——fto——ho——ho— hop— 
Thie. Exit. 

Enter Crack and Leonora laughing. 
Cr. An humble Thief indeed, fteal an vid Woman ? 

Leo. This was a Pleaſure I cou'd not ha' thought of, 
Now to our Affair. | 
Cr. Come, on with your Vizard. (Exeunt, 
Scene changes to the Hall. Enter at one Door Hothead, 

and Teftimony, at another Crack. 

Cr. Barbarity! Falſhood ! Treachery ! Murder, 

Hot. What's the Matter? 

Cr. Did not I Ripulate upon the ſurrendery of myſelf 
to this Houſe, to be kept from Women? and I'm de- 

3 vour'd with em, here's come into my Chamber a hot 
burnt W hore with a black Cruft upon her Face; here 
ſhe is, Avant. (Exit. 

Crack pulls in Leonora vigarded. 

Hot. You damn'd Whore, how came you into this 
Houſe ? and what are you? I'll ſee your Face. 

Cr. Then I'll ſee your Brains, I ſwear by Gogmagog, 
and all the ſeven damnable Sins. 

Teſt. Oh, ſad ! ob, ſad! 

Cr. She me the Face of a Woman? I had rather 
ſee forty full Moons. ; 

Hot. Stand off Impertinence, I will ſee her Face, 

cr. Murder! Murder! Call my Lord; Lord, Lord, 
Murder! Murder! Lord, Lord, Lord! 

Hot. Hold your Bawling, I'll let her go; for now I 
think on't, if my Lord ſhould find this Whore here, 
when he gave ſuch ſtrict Orders we ſhould let no Body 
out or in, he'll make more Noiſe than this mad Fool; 


ſo let us kick her out o* Doors, and lay nothing. 10 
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Teſt Hold, let us not uſe Violence to her; ſhe's a 
great Temptation to me. (afide.) I'll reprove the idle 
Woman, it may be I may gain upon her. 

Hot. Gain a Clap, Sicrah; for this is one of the 
Footmen's Whores, pick'd up in the Dark. Get you 
out you Whore, 8 

Teſt. No Violence pray; ſhe's a great Snare to me, 
(aſide) Woman, get you out Woman: and dee hear? Il 

ollow you, and we'll drink a Bottle. 

Teo. Do, old godly Knave, and thou ſhalt be wel- 
come, : 

Teſt, I come! I come! (aſide) Get you out, Wo- 
man. | 

Hot, Get you out; you Whore. 

8 (they thruſt Leonora. out, 

Cr. Good morrow ; up ſo early ? 

Hot, What's the Whimſy now ? Ss 

Cr. Am not I i' Bed.? 5 | 

Hot. In Bed ? 

Teſt. Poor Soul, poor Soul—— 7 

Cr, T am not i'faith. Then I walk in my Sleep; I 
was faſt aſleep juſt now, and dream'd I ſaw Women 
and Vizards, and all that Traſh; and the Fright put 
me in a Fever. I burn, prithee give me a Mouthful | 


of. ſweet Air. (Exit. Cr, 


Hot. Prithee take a Belly-full and be damn'd. A 
fine time on't I have with Whores, and Fools, and mad 


Men, and Fanaticks. (Exit, 
Teſt. So, now I'll fteal after her, for I find in me a 
very great Uproar, (Exit, 


Scene changes to Violante's Houſe, Enter Farewel, 
Leonora vizarded, and Teſtimony. 
* in, come, honeft old Fornicator, tho* the 
Girl be mine, when I have had my Collation, if ſhe'll 
conſent, faith thou ſhalt have a Bit; I love a wenching 
Rogue i' my Heart. | ; 
Teſt, Oh! dear Sir, yourwery humble Servant, and 
ny I am a kind of a Wag; I love a pritty Bit ſome- 
es. 


Fa. 


« » 


OS... 
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| @ ” 2 
- Or, it camot B.. 27 
Fa, And I love thee the better for it, and this is a 


pretty Bit, thou ſhalt ſee her. "44A 
N (eo. palls off ber Verd. 

Teſt. Oh! dear! undone'! undone! | 

Leo, Nags nay, Mr. Tei mony, won't you be as g 
as your d? Shan't we have a Bottle? | 

T. Oh! Madam, don't diſcoyer me to my Lord, 
and you ſhall not only have my Prayers, but the Pray - 
ers of all the ſober Party foryou all Days o' my Lite. 

Leo. So, he runs from whoring to praying. 

Fa. Are not you a Rogue, Sirrah ? 

Teft, 1 know I ſhall be called a Rogue hy the Pepiſb 
Party — they will rejoice at my Fall; but I hope my 
Fall will be ſanctified unto me, for my better up · ſtand- 
ing | 

Fa. Among the Wenches— Sirrah— come, Sirrah, 
you ſhall ſtay till my Lord comes, for his Mortification 
as well as your's, 4 1 

Teſt, Oh ! my Fleſh, it has undone me. 


Enter Violante and Crack. 


Vio. My Dear. 
Leo. My Dear 
Vio. Excellent crack; for this great Piece o Service 
I'll ha* thee Knighted under a Petticoat. Well, we 
- & muſt ſend for my Lord, to laugh at him. 
Teſt. Oh! dear! 1 tremble! * | 


Vio. Who's there? Tell my Lord I deſire to ſpea 
with him, 

Leo, Pray let him bring Sir Courtly Nice and his 
Bride with him; be ſure you ſay nothipg o me 

| : (Exit Footms 


Vio. Are you a Bride yet? 
Teo. Not yet. | | 
Vio. Get in, and let my Chaplain make you one, 
Leo, Come, Mr, Teſtimony, Mr. Crack bring him. 
Cr. How now, you Rogue? What's youFBulineſ(s ? 
Te. Oh! my Reproach will be great. a 

+ 88 (Ex, Fa. Leo, Cr. Teſtg 
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.. 9 | 
| Ente / Surley. 
Sap Well, what now? 

Vio. Now you ſhill be my, Husband. 

Fur. Your Jack, to turn and roaſt you for another, 
whilft 1 ha" no Share in you. | I” 

Vio. According to the Share I have in you: You 
Menagon'd fain engroſs all manner o' Sins, by the pre- 
tended Prerogative o' your Sex. Well, if Iniquity be 
your Eſtate, when yon ha' married me I'll put in for 
my Thirds. 

Sur. I doubt it not; within this Week I ſhall ſee in 
a Fop's Hand a Billet- Doux, that is, a Ticket to let him 
into your Play-Houſe, | 

Vio. Prithee leave off this dogged Humour. 

Fur. | ha' none; Fawning is a Dog's Humour, 

Fo. Nay, but Sullenneſs; it taxes my Eftate, that 
thou art never the better for it; tis a French Eftate. 

Sur. Ay, but to lick a Fool's Shoe is a Spaniel's 
Eftate. 

Vio. Prithee dreſs like a Gentleman. 

Sur. So I do; but I wou'd not Dreſs like a Gentle- 
boy, lag at my Years among thoſe Children, to play 
with their Toys; be always folded up like a Love-Let- 
2 with a Superſcription, theſe to the next Pretty 

irls, - 

Vio There's no altering thee—— go in a while. 


Exit Soy. Enter Lord Bellguard, Sir Courtly, 
| Aunt vigarded. 


Vio. My Ler l, your humble Servant; I invited you 
Hither to recohcile you to y ur Sifter, ſhe's weary of 
your Government, and has diſpos'd of herſelf. 

Bell. Ay, Madam, but according to my own Deſiresy 
that now I ſuppoſe. you will acknowledge the good Ef- 
fecis of my Government. Sitter, ſalute your Friend, 

Vio. Dogyou take that for your Siſter ? then I'll ſhew 


= the good Effects of your Government. Open the 
r. | 
| The 


f 
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Tze Scene is drawn, and Fare wel, Leonora, 6 Parſons 
Crack, Teſtimony, appear. 


Bell. My Siſter there ? call my Servants. 

Cr. Nay, then call mine, the Great Mogul, and the 

King of Bantam; Ill pepper you, | 
Bell. Then you were the Pimp, were you— Sitrak, 

T may chance begin with you. : 
Vi). How? I my Houſe and. Preſence ? Touch him 

if you dare, 

Bell. Pm made an Aſs on. | 

Cr. Not far from that Circumſtance; 
Bell. You Raſcal— 

Vio. Again ? 

g Sir Co, But what the Devil am I made? What have 
got: | * 
Teo. Even my ftale Aunt. Ker 
Au. Sawcy Huzzy. | | - 
Sir Co. The Aunt ? What, have you put upon me, 

Madam? 

- Au. What have I put upon you, Sir, more than 

yourſelf deſir'd? Did not you declare you have long 

had a Paſſion for me? 

- Sir Co. A Paſſion for you? Comical! that's pro- 

le! Rot me if ever I had a Paſſion for you in my Life, 

meant all to your Niece ; a Paſſion for an old Wo- 

man: . 

Au. IIl-bred Fop. 

Sir Co. Very fine — ö 

Vio. Now, my Lord, what ſay you of your fine Cot- 
queen Art of conſ-rving Women? Will ſhe keep if not 
candied with Virtue ? here a Piece & dry'd Sweet ; 
meat you ſee cou'd not keep; and proves hy her Ex- 
ample, that the Huffs of either Sex, when they are 
boldly attackd in private, fooneft deliver their Wear 

ons. | 

8 Au. This is all ill Manners: | 
Vio. Ay, but here's an old Cat will ſuffer no Ver 

min to come into the Houſe z but then he has a liquo- 
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, _ 8 . _ N ha ve a ſpect an for himſelf; 
e wou'd fain ha* pick'd up your Siſter for a W 
Bell. How ? r e A 
Teſt. Tis true indeed, my Lord; I will not tell a | 
Lie for the whole World. | ü 
Bell. O Villain — well Sirrah—— F'l] leave you to | 
my Coulin Hothead's Correction. 
Vio. But your Faults my Lord, I'll take take into my 
Correſtion, and give myſelf to Mr. Surly— Mr. Surly. 


Enter Surly. 
Sur. Well! 


Bell. To Surly ? 

Sur, Ay, now Nice thy Quarrel and mine is at an 
end, I'll let thee be an Aſs forty Years longer. 

Sir Co. Lou are a rude Fellow, and you are all ill- 
bred— and Pl revenge myſelf on you all, as far as 
my Sword and my Wit can go. 5 

Leo. Wit-— ha! ha all laugh 

Sir co. Very fine Manners this my Coach 
Madam, you may follow your own Occaſions— I have 
none with an old Woman. (tothe Aunt, , 
Aa. You are Coxcomb. | . 

Sir Co. Your Servant—— my Coach 

Teo. Myſt I looſe you, Sir Courtly—— ſtop Thief— 


* Thief, 
Sir Go Ob! your Servant My Coach you 
Dogs — | | ( Exits 


Vio. Come, my Lord, I ſee Patience in your Face, 
all may be well yet. . | ; 
Fur. How? Jilting already? 5 
Fido. Promiſe I ſhall enjoy all and ſingular the Privi- 
leges, Liberties, and Immunities of an Eugliſb Wife. 
Bell. All. 
Vio. That is to ſay, ramble, rant, game, dreſs, viſit, 
prate, ogle, kiſs and— _ . 
Bell. Hold hold whither the Devil is ſhe run- 
niitg ; Ki, kiſ and ftop for Heaven's ſake. 
Vio. Kiſs, and before your Face; is it not the Pre- 
Togative of an Engliſh Wife? Surly, I owe thee a Re- 
ward for Service, kiſs me, 1 
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Bell. That's not to be born. 

Vio. Surly, lam thy Wite. Mt n 
Bell. Hold — hold — for Heaven's ſake— do not uſe 


me thus? 5 
_  Vio. Then do not rebel, but practiſe obediently the 


Poſtures of an Engliſh Husband before you are lifted; 

poize your Hat, draw your left Leg backward, bow 

with your Body, and look like an Ass, whilſt I kils like 

2— Wife Surly, kiſs me 

Bell. If he doeg— 

: (lay's his Hand on tis Swosd. 
Sur. With all my Heart. If I kiſs chee, let. the De- 

vil marry thee. 


(be offers to hiſs ber, and ſhe gives bim a Box ot Car.) 


Vio. And the Devil kiſs thee, cou'dfit thou think any 
Woman wou'd ſuffer thy Face to come near ber, but 
ſome Dairy-Maid, to curdle her Milk ? 4 

AN. Ha! ha! ha! (all lang b. 

Sur. Hoh! hoh! Whata Society of Gotams are here, 
to laugh at a Man for miſſing a Woman? bad Lmarry'd 


+ her, as my Lord Wiſe-acre intends to do, I had deſer- 


ved to ha? been laugh'd at for a Coxcomb and a Cuc- 
kold, as he will be in a few Days. 

Vio. How? © 

Sur. Ay, you are all Whores, Pox on you, all Whores. 


= (Ex 
Enter Hothead and. all the. Servants. 

Hot. Did you ſend for us? 

Bell. Les do you ſee where my Siſter is? 

Hot. By what Witchcraft was this? 

Vio. Do you not remember a Vizard yow turn'd out 
Doors? 

Hot. Was it you?. ” 

Leo. Even the ſame. » 
Hot. Then you deſerve: to be turu'd out of Doors 

ain. me . of 

Bell. But what do you deſerve, Sir, that not only 
turn'd my Siſter out o* Doors but let Mr. Ta. imony 
pick her up for a Wench ? | 


Het. Oh! Dog—— oh! Rogue 


H 3 1 
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Teſt. I am no Rogue—— à Man may fall, and be 
godly in the main I am ſatisfied in my Spirit I am 
- A god ly Man — 1 71 | 
Hit. — Here 


sa Rogue — Sirrah— Sirrah— 
| | (beats and kicks Te 
Teft. Perſęcution - Perſecution— Papiſt——do—— 
kick the Godly, kick the Proteſtants out o' th* King- 
 dom— do Papifts— I ſee what you would be * 
: (Exit. 
Bell. So, Couſin, now I haye done with Spies— you 
may follow your own Buſineſs, if you have any—— 
Hot. Buſineſs? Ves, I have Buſineſs, and will have 
Bufinek as long as there is any Fanatick in the King- 
dom, andfo farewel—— (Exit, 
Bell. I am now convinced Virtue is a Woman's only 
Guard. If ſhe be baſe Metal, to think by Chymiſtry 
to turn her into Gold, 


Is vain Dream of what we never ſee, 
Aud Tl] praclai ta all— it cannot be. 
. (Exeunt onmets 
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ASo NG to be ſung ina Dialogue between 
a Man and a Woman in the third Act, to 
Sir Courtly Nice, at his firſt Appearance, 


Or it cannot be; 


t. 
1 Ma Fl be kind, my Dear, be Hud, 
e - Whilſt our Loves and we are young. 
We fball find, we ſpell find, 

4 Time will change the Face or And; 
| g 5 Botb will not continue long. 
. Oh! be kind, my Dear, be kind. 

Woman, W, I Love, and fear to loſe you, 

Therefore tit I muſt refuſe you, 
When Ive yielded you my Crown 

* Tou'll no more Obedience own. * 


No, I love, and fear to loſe you, 
Therefore tis I muſt refuſe you. 


The Fair by Kindneſs reign, 
By Cruelty deftroy. © © 
F. you can charm with the Pain 
Of Love, then what can you do with the Foy ? 
The Fair by Kindneſs reign, | 
By Cruelty defiroy. 


Woman. I fear to yield, but cannot deny ; 


Man, If you do not I ſhall die. 
Woman. Z ſhall 1, _ 7 
Both. KY, ſoal J. . 
Chorus Then come to Foy— come 10 Foy, 
together Better love than we ſbou d dic. 


Come to Joy, come to Joy 
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A Dialogue ſung between an Indian Man 
and Woman in the fourth Act to Fareuel, 

Violante, Crack ; being an Imitation of a 
Song ſung by ſome Natives of India before 


the late King. 
Man. Hou lovely Indian Sea of G 


Id exvy no Jaw-waw alive 
Might 7 7 be 1 bleſt to dive 
Into thy ſoft — yielding Arms. 
With a imminy, Gomminy, whee-whee, whee.. 
with a 20mminy, Jimminy-whee. 


Woman, J av if youd be true, 
= Bat when you've done 


Tow'll begone, 
And throw me off with a Shook-ſkooh, moch. 
And a huſh pooh, 
And a fuſh pooh, 
And a migotty, magotty, migotty, magotty, 
Migotty, magotty, 


Man, No, no, my other Females all, 
5 Lliom, fair, or black, 


To thy Charms ſhall proſtrate fall, 
As every Kind of Elephant” does 


Ta the white Elephant Buittenacke, 


And thou alene ſhall bave from me 
| Joey, Gomminy, whee, whee, whee, 
he Gomminy, Jimminy, hee. 


woman. 


Or it cannot Be. $1 


Woman. The great Jaw-waw that rules aur Tad, 
And pearly Indian Sea, : % 
Has not ſo abſolute Commend 1 
As thou baſt over mne 
With a Jimminy Gommine, Gomminy - 
Jimminy, Jimminy Gomminy, whee. ' 


Both Thou alone ſhalt have from me 
imminy Gomminy, Gomminy, 
Jimminy, Jimminy, Gomminy 52 
hee, whee, whee, whee, whee, whee. 
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Lord Bacon's Eſſays, 
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